Dynamite Hemorrhage 


Issue #6 


Velvet Underground bootlegs 
Carla dal Forno 
post-Garbage and the Flowers 
Suburban Homes 
LA punk comps 1978-83 
Brannten Schniire 
more 


Dynamite Hemorrhage 


Issue #6 was written and edited by Jay Hinman, except where noted. 


Thanks so much this time to Dan Vallor, Carla dal Forno, Paul Messis, 
Tyler Wilcox and Christian Schoppik. 


www.dynamitehemorrhage.com 
also on Instagram, Facebook and Twitter (@DHemorrhage) 


Email: dynamiteh@outlook.com 
Back issues available at dynamitehemorrhage.bigcartel.com 


Mailing address: 523 Mangels Avenue / San Francisco CA 94127 / USA 


Check out the bi-weekly podcast/phony radio program 
DYNAMITE HEMORRHAGE RADIO - available on iTunes, Mixcloud and 
Soundcloud. 


SUBURBAN HOMES EP37°EP 

Much as I swooned for this UK band’s first two 
records, their third EP’s the finest document of DIY 
angst and jagged punk rock minimalism they or 
anyone else has come up with in quite some time. 
The band, who are really more ofa “project” helmed 
by one Paul Messis, marry a Desperate Bicycles-like 
shambolic discord with occasional menacing 
squeals of 60s fuzz a la The Morlocks & pick-your- 
revivalists. The four tracks are short and totally 
snarling, and lyrically they’re quick-witted and at 
times even a bit of a hoot. I’m pretty sure Messis is 
quite a bit younger than I am, but this fella’s 
disaffection and id-level anger at society’s rapid 
devolution is a stance normally worn proudly by 
men twice his age. There’s even an excellent rant in 
the insert about “corporate indie label” In The Red, 
about whom I’ve never heard much of a rant about 
in any form, unless it was from me that time I was 
trying to watch “The Zig Zags” at the label’s 25th 
Anniversary show. This is essential listening and 
one of 2018’s no-argument greats. (Neck Chop; 
neckchoprecords.com) 


NAKED ROOMMATE Naked Roommate tape 


This is a modern duo from Berkeley, California § 


who’ ve clearly benefited from years of internet- and 
crate digging-fueled forays into strange, minimal 
and often danceable late 70s/early 80s DIY/wave. 
They also happen to be Amber Sermefio, singer of 
The World, and Andy Human, longtime 
omnivorous SF Bay Area musician who’s played in 
everything from his own Reptoids to the Time Flys 
to The World & beyond (I even saw the man once 
“guest” on guitar in Buck Biloxi and the Fucks). 
Naked Roommate feels like a one-tape hobby with 
a mission to approximate the frazzled sound of 
Suburban Wives Club, Subverse and at times Young 
Marble Giants, while slowly boiling them down to 
their very essence. More often than not over six 
songs, they’re exceptionally successful at it 
(particularly on the whisper-quiet “John is Gone”), 
certainly good enough to turn this hobby into a very 
modest revenue stream if they so choose. 
(nakedroommate.bandcamp.com) 


THE SHIFTERS Just Sat Down 7°EP 

I’ve chosen to focus my Shifters attention this issue 
on this final triumphant exhale from their loose- 
limbed, lo-fi days. Their subsequent LP Have a 
Cunning Plan.... disappointed me eight ways from 
Sunday, and I found it way too cute & cloying by 
half. On the other hand, these 4 tracks remind me 
why I found their sardonic, smart, minimal take on 
1978-80 Fall (“Fiery Jack”, “Elastic Man” etc) to be 
such a gas when it manifested itself on that first tape 
of their in 2015, and why it was such a perfect 
manifestation of a reverent and talented Melbourne 


underground at the time. “Cope With Half” 
leads this off as a creaky skiffle/jaunt run 
through a thick & gauzy UK DIY filter, and 
bolsters itself with surprise backdoor 
harmonies from keyboardist Louise Russell. 
Then it’s over, faster than you can say “Lonnie 
Donegan’s mum’s tea chest”. Even their 
murky Paul Simon cover is totally aces. I’m 
totally going to miss this version of the band if 
they willfully choose to never to find their way 
back to this sound, but hey, “onward and 
upward” or something like that. (Digital 
Regress; digitalregress.com) 


Rob Noyes 


ROB NOYES & RYAN LEE CROSBY 
Modal Improvisations on 34 Strings tape 
Two of our era’s finest & most probing 
guitarists, teamed up for a series of 3 raga/ 
twang improvs & released to the wild by the 
excellent Columbus, OH tape label Cabin 
Floor Esoterica, who tend to specialize in 
limited-run psych/acoustic/explorational 
guitar sounds. Sometimes this sounds as if all 
34 strings are being actively engaged. Rob 
Noyes provides a more traditional rustic and 
dense acoustic guitar, while Crosby’s playing 
a “chaturangi’, a lap slide guitar primarily 
used in Hindustani classical music. 
“Improvisation 2” really gets the mix right, a 
beautiful high lonesome on the Punjabi plains. 
The other two are pretty good, but the more 
frantic “Improvisation 1” really feels 
improvised and rushed, and I admittedly got a 
little lost. “3” is more of a locked-in string 
bender. This isn’t Crosby’s first chaturangi 
rodeo, and it’s nice to hear him able to 
successfully play it off of Noyes’ avant- 
American flourishes. (Cabin Floor Esoterica; 
cabinflooresoterica.bandcamp. com) 


Brannten Schnure 


Brannten Schniire are a duo from 
Wiirzburg, Germany who are the single 
best thing I “discovered” between this issue 
and our previous one. That's them you see 
on the cover of this issue. They’re typically 
delineated as belonging to the relatively 
compact micro-genre of “experimental 
dark folk’. Christian Schoppik is the man 
who composes and plays all the music (both 
electronic and analog), and Katie Rich is 
the woman who sings, speaks, whispers and 
summons both angels and devils without 
the slightest bit of overwrought drama. 


For years I’ve struggled to figure out just 
exactly what “dark folk” music was, while 
remaining interested in getting a better 
handle on it. My take was that it’s 
something that’s generally played well 
with the German-speaking people and 
those residing in the Nordics. I look at lists 
about the stuff online, and aside from 
maybe Current 93, I haven’t heard of, nor 
heard, a single thing on them - so there’s 
much education afoot on my _ part, 
presently. I certainly didn’t arrive at 
Brannten Schniire from a place of expertise 
about them and their world. 


I found myself looking over a 2017 year- 
end list by Sanjay at London’s Low 
Company Records that described Brannten 
Schniire as “dark, psychedelic folk-song 
fragments and unheimlich electronics”. 
That alone gave me just enough tantalizing 

: information to push me down the rabbit 
hole. “Unheimlich” = “creepy” in German, as it turns out. I discovered Christian & Katie’s debut 
vinyl LP from 2015, Sommer im Pfirsichhain, in various online & retail spaces (you can listen to 
it on Spotify, for instance, and order it as I did from Forced Exposure), and it instantly turned me into 
a slathering Brannten Schniire freak. 


Here’s what I hear. The music of Brannten Schniire is a fraginented, folkloric, experimental mood 
more than anything else. It’s enveloping and very powerful, yet it’s neither challenging (i.e. I don’t 
find it “difficult listening” in the least) nor jarring, despite its stitched-together nature. The band love 
to loop in accordion, flute and strings, and then let that particular loop wrap you up tight in droning 
melancholy for anywhere between three to five minutes. On top of this on about two-thirds of their 
titled songs is Katie Rich’s lovely voice. Her dreamy intonations could be considered unheimlich, 
Isupvose, but I find her definitely more in the Nico camp, with a range that veers only from a singing 
version of her spoken voice to a pitch slightly higher than that. Like I said, no drama. And if she’s 
not occasionally guesting as a singalong leader in some of Wirzburg’s better kindergartens, well, 
then I question the entire postwar European experiment. 


I dug deep into my pockets and purchased their edition-of- 150 second LP Muschelsammlung on the 


secondary market as soon as I'd 
squirreled away a couple of paychecks. 
This is the 2017 album that Sanjay at 
Low Company was so psyched about. I 
find this one even more impressive than 
Sommer im Pfirsichhain, and | think 
that one’s absolutely brilliant. It begins 
with an absolute wallop called “Das 
jungfrauliche Ohr” that’s everything I 
love about Brannten Schniire in one 
track. Rich begins a_ stone-serious 
spoken tone poem of some kind that 
almost sounds like she’s reading a 
nursery rhyme, and it’s done to a 
backdrop of music totally wound with 
tension and build, like an surprise 
emergency broadcast system 
announcement that you need to steel 
yourself for. I’m not sure what Schoppik 
is even making this music with, except I 
know it’s the aforementioned 
combination of “electronic and analog”. 
As the propulsion of this music builds, a 
looped opera singer hovers in 
menacingly, totally upping the ante for 
whatever is it that’s coming next. An 
announcement of armageddon? The 
four horsemen? Then, with a brief 
whispered statement, Rich breathily 
slows the proceedings down. The boil is 
reduced, the adrenaline-rush is 
tempered, and the music begins a slow 
experimental fade. Absolutely perfect. 
I’m going to go listen to it again now. 


It’s not just those two LPs, either. 
Brannten Schniire, who started releasing 
material in 2011, have two of their own 
tapes out (2014’s Aprilnacht and 2016's 
Getréumt Hab Ich Vom Martinszug), 
as well as split cassettes from 2011 (with 
Baldruin) and 2016 (with Swesor 
Bhrater). I’ve heard the latter, as well as 
their own two tapes, and for the most 
part, they’re outstanding. Each turns the 
experimental and mystical dials up a bit 
more at times than on the albums. 
Aprilnacht doesn’t feature Katie Rich, 
for instance, so what few vocals there are 
contain strange incantations from 
Christian Schoppik and definitely a 
much more boggling, unheimlich feel 
than on the records. I gather that she 
teamed up with Schoppik around 2015, 
and they became the Brannten Schniire 
we know and love today. 


In fact, I was going to ask them about this and a bunch of 
other stuff, but they respectfully and very politely 
declined my attempt to interview them. They did, 
however, send Dynamite Hemorrhage a “hella cute” 
photo of the two of them eating french fries (you know, 
they call ‘em “pommes frittes” over there), as well as a 
chance to listen to Erinnerungen an Gesichter, their 
very-soon-to-hit-land album. It may already be out as you 
read this; it’s slated to be on Low Company’s in-house 
label. Even more so that its predecessors, it’s laden with 
languid and dream-like instrumentals and ethereal 
drones, overlain with German spoken word and some 
singing. Some tracks are on the same crystalline 
wavelength as Australia’s Blue Chemise (reviewed 
elsewhere in this issue) - an ambient surrealism, built 
layer upon layer, while still sounding minimal and 
stripped. Others bring in Greek folk instrumentation such 
as clarinets that provide a languid, European church-like 
feel. The brief final track exits just as we entered the 
record, with spoken word, this time riding the back of a 
soaring, hectic classical piece. 


Brannten Schniire appear about as likely to break into the 
broader world’s alterna-consciousness as they do to grant 
me an interview, and that’s okay. They’re perched well 
below the sub-underground, and they’re doing some 
pretty magical things there. I think you owe yourselfa few 
minutes to see if it’s your thing. 


THE FALL - The Rough Trade Singles LP 

I’ve lost count over how many times I’ve purchased the 
same Fall records in different combinations. At one point 
Lowned two of these original 45s; I already have a2xCD 
of Rough Trade-era Fall; many of these songs have been 
placed on several essential Fall comps, and so on. And yet 
having the four 1980 and 1983 Fall Rough Trade singles 
comped chronologically, on vinyl and with liner notes by 
the estimable Brian Turner, no less - well, I knew it would 
be something I’d ultimately be playing to death, and I was 
right. Right up through 1985, The Fall were absolutely 
unimpeachable, with a case to be made for them being the 
most consistently innovative & top-tier band of their day. 
After °85, I mostly lose interest except for in dribs and 
drabs; the 45s on this compilation are, on the other hand, 
the records that pretty much define their genius. I’ll go 
with “Wings” from the Kicker Conspiracy 2x45 as the 
2nd-best Fall song of all time (the first, as you know, is 
“Tempo House’); “How I Wrote'Elastic Man” is loping, 
Mancunian C&W brilliance; and “New Puritan” is one of 
those phenomenally drawn-out, repetitive bafflers that 
I’m sure could really clear a room of New Order fans in 
its day. Stuttering, repetitive racket for the ages, nearly as 
beautiful comped together as they are standing on their 
own. (Superior Viaduct; superiorviaduct.com) 


a critical 


guide to 


Velvet Underground Bootlegs 


What 


does the extra-obsessed Velvet 
Underground obsessive do upon committing 
every song, every note, every genre-furthering 
invention from the band’s four albums, the two 
post-breakup collections and the box set to 
memory? If you’re like me and at least several 
dozen other obsessives I know (or know about), 
you dive deep & hard into the murky and often 
incredibly rewarding world of the Velvet 
Underground bootleg. This happened to me a 
couple of decades ago, and I’m still digging. 


There really are a ton of these things. When CDs 
took over for LPs in the early 90s, my friend Jon 
Behar (he runs the outstanding Waitakere Walks 
underground music-archive blog and Instagram 
from his New Zealand home - find it!) really 
racked up an extensive collection of Velvets 
bootlegs, and upon the invention of the CD-R 
burner in the late 90s, he shared his bounty freely 
with me. Pleased as punch with what I was 
hearing, it then spurred me to scour record swaps 
and various internet dark corners for more of 
them. For a while it appeared that there was this 
entirely other Velvet Underground that no one 
had ever really heard - a loose, jammy and devil- 
may-care live band who frequently took to stages 


across the United States and flat-out wailed for 
two hours. I hadn’t heard that band before - 
certainly not on their non-bootleg Live 1969 and 
Live at Max’s Kansas City albums. Their 
bootlegs are where you hear them inventing the 
songs you'd later come to worship; where you’ ll 
hear several demos you can’t hear elsewhere; and 
where some of their most crazed live 
performances were captured - the shows you’d 
have sold a kidney, a testicle or child-bearing 
capabilities to have seen in person. 


The bootlegs haven’t stopped coming, either. 
The 2000s have seen old tapes turn up in various 
states of decay and/or pristinity, some of which 
have been turned into purchasable vinyl or CD 
product, some as files thrown on the internet for 
the internet to do what it will with. There were at 
least two dedicated Velvet Underground bootleg 
blogs going a few years ago, which is where I 
heard a few of these and many others that I won’t 
be writing about this time. This bottoms-up 
pressure from bootleggers, you'll learn, actually 
has resulted in the official release of some of the 
finest Velvet Underground material of all time. 


For this article I thought we might look at a small, 


semi-representative handful of these bootlegs, and see if we 
might divine some of the deeper and more forbidding secrets 
of the world’s greatest rocknroll band. It is in no way an 
exhaustive list, which would be well nigh impossible, but 
rather an attempt to convey some of the VU bootlegs you’ ll 
want to seek out (or in a couple cases, avoid) upon finishing 
this article. It’s also a great excuse to share the cover art for 
some of them, which represent an entire alternate recorded 
world for the band. Let’s take a gander at of some of'em here. 


THE PSYCHOPATH'S ROLLING STONES CD 
Folks once told me that this was the one Velvet Underground 
bootleg to get if I had to get just one, and once I heard it, I 
found that they were onto something. The Psychopath's 
Rolling Stones is just as ““odds-n-ends” as those excellent 
Ultra Rare Trax CDs (see entry on that later), and even as 
random as the official Peel Slowly and See box set itself, yet 
it has got some incredible numbers & versions I'd never heard 
elsewhere until I heard this one. 


Let's start with the definitive live version of "Run Run Run" 
-- for me, the most underrated Velvets song of all time and one 
that's easily in my Top 5 along with the other ones we all love. 
This one's a long version from February 8th, 1969 at the 
Hilltop Pop Festival in New Hampshire, and as the back cover 
says, it "features some remarkable guitar work". Remarkable 
is a bit of an understatement. The solos (Reed's?) are just 
blistering -- the song is transformed into the latter 2/3rds of 
"European Son" while still maintaining its bounce and 
distinctive drive. Also revelatory is a demo version of 
"Chelsea Girl" recorded in those famous hotel sessions, just 
Lou and Nico and a beat-up old tape deck. That's my favorite | 
song on her first record, and this version's better. (<-- Note: I 
wrote this before I learned the following from the “Electricity 
Comes From Other Planets’ VU web page: 
“...Unfortunately, the liner notes for this particular set are 
amusingly inaccurate, ex. Chelsea Girls listed as Nico and | 
Lou '71 is really Nico and her guitarist playing on the '80's 
BBC special on the Chelsea Hotel....") 


Other killers of note are a fire-breathing Cleveland 1967 
"Guess I'm Falling In Love" (with vocals and another killer 
solo) and the 1966 tin pan alley studio outtake "Sheltered 
Life" that I've heard on other bootlegs. John Cale on kazoo! 


And what 70s-era bootleg wouldn't be complete without a 
hidden track not by the featured artist? This one's got one and 
ahalf: a warbling, half-insane live version of Nico doing "The 
End" (totally unlistenable), and a choogling 1920s-era jump 
blues called "Bootleggin' Blues" from someone certainly not 
from the lower east side. This collection is heavy on the first 
two VU records, so if the rough, sodom-and-gomorrah 
Velvets are your thing and you're pretty sure Yule's a fool, this 
digital platter of scorching obscurities will be your ticket to 
hog heaven. 


VELVET 


UNDERGROUND 


| a Se en pai 


k 
TIE PSYGHOPATIVS ROLLING STONES 


THE LEGENDARY GUITAR AMP 
TAPES 2xCD 

This is where I come from time to time to relive 
the majesty of the distorted, screaming Lou Reed 
solos on “I Can’t Stand It” and “What Goes On”, 
which are nothing short of transformative since 
that’s really all this bootleg is about. There used 
to be a whole GeoCities (!) web page devoted to 
this terrific & unique Velvets bootleg (it's now 
gone), and here’s what they had to say about it: 


On March 15, 1969, The Velvet Underground 
played its last show of a three-day engagement at 
The Boston Tea Party in Boston, Massachusetts. 
The entire set was recorded by a fan directly from 
Lou Reed's guitar amplifier. The result is that 
Lou's guitar is out in front of everything else. 
Vocals and bass are nearly inaudible, so the 
songs become raw blasting instrumentals. This is 
one of the most interesting Velvet Underground 
recordings available and definitively a very 
special experience... 


At times Lou’s guitar is so overloaded that he 
sounds like later Japanese sound-shapers Les 
Razilles Denudes, Mainliner or Musica 
Transonic, who undoubtedly all learned a few 
lessons from the shorted-out bursts of squeal the 
Velvets pioneered. What’s even more special 
about this double-CD bootleg is that the material 
is generally third album stuff— “the quiet record” 
— but live it’s anything but quiet, unless it’s 
“Jesus” or “I’m Set Free”. 


One thing to be appreciated in 2019 about the 
Velvet Underground is just how much 
transcendent material of theirs remained 
unreleased in their lifetime, and how many songs 
we all know by heart now (“Foggy Notion”, “I 
Can’t Stand It”) were only live songs back then in 
1969. It wasn’t until the early 80s’ release of VU 


that this material started to trickle out, and then in 
the mid-90s more treasures came forth on the 
Peel Slowly and See box set. The Legendary 
Guitar Amp Tapes is at its best on certain 
numbers where Reed just lets loose and fires 
away. There are 5 extreme minutes in the middle 
of “Sister Ray” which are just genius. 


This bootleg tacks on a couple of other songs 
from the same venue in Boston, but from 
different shows, and these (“Run Run Run”, 
“Move Right In”, “Foggy Notion”) are just 
“average” Velvets live tracks due to the 
non-“guitar amp” nature of them —which is to say 
they’re merely great. Ifyou’ re looking for special 
documents of the Velvets’ live majesty, this is 
one for the ages, all because one stoned fella 
forgot to remove his pointed little head out of 
Lou’s amp. 


ULTRA RARE TRAX, VOL. 1-4 CDs 
Each of these collections are precisely what they 
say they are, and are generally sold separately as 
CDs when I’ve encountered them. They were 
compiled in the mid-to-late 90s by “Japanese” 
“label” 3-D Reality Crassics. Sure they were! 
They’re really varied assortments of Velvets 
gems and throwaways from every era, from 
pre-Ist album through Loaded, spread 
haphazardly across each disc with not a ton of 
thought to sequencing. 


That’s not to say they’re not packed with fidelity- 
challenged gems, though. Some of my favorites 
include a cool version on Volume 3 of “Venus in 
Furs”, live in Chicago from 1966 with John Cale 
on vocals and organ, Mo Tucker on bass and 
Angus Maclise on drums. You read that 
correctly. Lou Reed was in the hospital with 
hepatitis, and they had a run of show to get 
through at a club called Poor Richard’s. 


Apparently MacLise showed up half an hour 
late to one show, and carried on drumming for 
half an hour after the set had finished to 


compensate for his late arrival. Team player! THE VELVET UNDERGROUND Vol 9 


Id like to hear that whole show somewhere. 


Volume 4 has a lovely set of practice tapes, 12 
songs in all, with just Reed and Nico ina NYC 
hotel room, practicing and getting ready to 
record her album Chelsea Girls. They also do 
parts of non-LP songs like “These Days”, 
“Femme Fatale” and “All Tomorrow’s 
Parties”. I’m also partial to a_ blistering 
rockabilly on Vol. | called “It’s Just Too 
Much” from a 1970 Max’s Kansas City 
soundcheck, a muddy but great demo of “Rock 
and Roll” on Volume 2 from 1969, and a radio 
spot on Vol. | for their third album with a 
totally absurd cosmic hippie narration over 
song snippets ( “Here are expressions of anew 
dimension in honesty, purity and feeling. The Velvet Underground: not a probe, not an exploration, 
not an experiment, but a whole complete reality. The Velvet Underground. This is you.’’). 


These CDs were among the first Velvets bootlegs I ever heard, so they’re definitely pretty near and 
dear despite their somewhat scattered nature. They feel like something that only “collectors” would 
want, but I suppose that’s true of any bootleg, isn’t it? 


SWEET SISTER RAY 2xCD 

This is a really special one, because not only does it contain three 20-minute+ versions of the 
groundbreaking & monstrous “Sister Ray”, it dangles a phenomenal 40-minute song that they were 
calling “Sweet Sister Ray”, recorded at La Cave in Cleveland on April 28th, 1968. It bleeds into the 
beginning of what was certain to be another twenty minutes of “Sister Ray” itself, likely bringing the 
entire experience to about an hour. If you were at La Cave that night, I’d love to get your take on just 
what you were thinking during that hour. 


Tyler Wilcox wrote up a really great overview of this song - an entire piece, solely about the mystery 
track “Sweet Sister Ray” (!) - in Pitchfork a few years ago. With his permission (thanks, Tyler), I'd 
like to allow it to provide you with all the context you’d ever want for this particular slice of genius: 


(begin) 


"Over the past decade, The Velvet 
Underground’s live archive has been raided 
with increasing frequency. First we got the 
official release of a long-bootlegged 1966 
Columbus, Ohio gig as a part of the “‘super- 
deluxe” edition of The Velvet Underground & 
Nico. And in 2013, the 1967 Gymnasium gig 
(which had only circulated amongst collectors 
for a few years), showed up on the similarly 
super deluxe White Light/White Heat box set. 
At this point, there’s very little live material left 
from the John Cale-era of the group, at least that 
anyone knows about. But one of the strangest, 
most fascinating treasures of Cale’s time with 
the Velvets still remains in the hands of 
bootleggers: “Sweet Sister Ray.” 


Recorded at a tiny, subterranean Cleveland, 
Ohio, club called La Cave in late April 1968, 
"Sweet Sister Ray" is a near-40-minute jam—a 
languid, endless boogie. Its titular character 
aside, it's a different tune altogether from "Sister 
Ray", which closed out White Light/White Heat 
in a blaze of noise-scuzz fury. Released a few 
months before the La Cave show, that song was 
just the beginning of the VU's exploration of 
Sister Ray; Cale remembers the band working up 
several different sequels to the song, including 
"Sister Ray, part 3" in which Reed would become 
"a Southern preacher man, telling stories and just 
inventing these fantastic characters as we 
played." But "Sweet Sister Ray" is the only 
recorded evidence we have of these trips into 
unknown territories. 


The journey kicks off with the band (most likely 
just Cale, Lou Reed and Sterling Morrison; 
drummer Maureen Tucker isn’t audible here) 
chugging steadily, slowly over a spare, spidery 
riff. It’s easygoing, like they have no particular 
place to go, though there’s an underlying tension 
and menace. Reed’s guitar spirals off into a more 
abstract direction for a bit, almost reminiscent of 
Roger McGuinn’s flights of fancy on “Eight 
Miles High”. You lean in. What exactly is going 
on? Is the band just warming up? Is there even 


anyone (aside from the taper) in the club? 
Through the murk, a decidedly surreal 
atmosphere develops. The music continues at a 
morphine-drip pace, drifting and droning, with 
Morrison playing a nervier counterpoint to 
Reed’s laconic fretwork, Cale rattling around in 
the background. At some point around the half- 
hour mark, Cale switches over to keyboards, 
lending the proceedings a curiously magisterial 
feel, as Reed begins coaxing beautiful, 
simmering feedback from his amp. It’s as ifsome 
new genre of music is being invented on the spot. 


Extended live improvisations were, of course, 
nothing new for the VU. The aforementioned 
Columbus show in 1966 features two marathon 
performances (“Melody Laughter” and “The 
Nothing Song”) that showcase the band’s most 
adventurous, avant-garde leanings. But those 
pieces were created to complement the 
extravagant multimedia overload of Andy 
Warhol’s Exploding Plastic Inevitable, with 
dancers, lights and films adding to the 
experience. La Cave might’ve had a light show, 
but it was undoubtedly low-tech. On this 
particular night in Cleveland, it was just the 
Velvet Underground, the small audience and 
“Sweet Sister Ray.” 


Throughout the song, Reed steps up to the mic 
from time to time to sing a few verses. The lyrics 
may be off-the-cuff (Reed was known for his 
ability to generate lyrics at will), but they’re not 
indecipherable. In fact, they might even tell a 
fairly cohesive story, a veritable prequel to the 
actual “Sister Ray,” as our titular protagonist 
watches “the weirdest movie I’ve seen in my 
days.” 


Reed goes on to sing about a topic he was 
intimately familiar with: electroshock therapy. 
“All the vaseline on your forehead/ Makes you 
feel so nice,” he deadpans. “My hair stood on end/ 
And I thought I’d been frozen with a knife.” It’s 
a thinly veiled slice of autobiography; Reed was 
subjected to electroshock as a teenager to curb his 
homosexual tendencies. And the final lyrics feel 
even more hauntingly personal, if still oblique: 
“Just then I saw a hole in the ground /And I 
jumped right in ‘cause there was no one around.” 
Down the rabbit hole young Lou eagerly goes, to 
rock'n'roll, to Warhol, to the dangerous and 
thrilling dreamscapes of “Sister Ray’ itself. 
Which is right where the rest of the Velvets join 
him back in Cleveland, as Moe Tucker finally 
ambles onstage and beings thumping out that 
unmistakable beat and they segue into what was 
likely an even wilder excursion. Alas, it’s at this 
point that the tape fades out ... 


So where did “Sweet Sister Ray” go after La 
Cave? There’s some indication that it was further 
refined and developed into “Sweet Rock And 
Roll”, a mythical lost VU number from the 
summer of ‘68. Lou’s old sparring partner Lester 
Bangs is mostly responsible for the legend, 
calling the performance he witnessed in San 
Diego, CA “the most incredible musical 
experiences” of his life. “It was built on the most 
dolorous riff imaginable, just a few scales rising 
and falling mournfully, somewhat like “Venus In 
Furs’ but less creaky, more deliberate and 
eloquent.” 


Will we ever hear “Sweet Rock And Roll”? 
Probably not. But Sterling Morrison claimed that 
a tape of the show Bangs wrote about was made, 
but quickly added that it was “stolen that very 
night. Stolen within seconds, actually. As soonas 
it ended, it vanished, never to reappear on this 
earth.” 


(end) 
And what about the three versions of “Sister 


Ray”, you ask? They’ re all powerhouses, but one 
in particular really stands out - a crazed version 


recorded at the Boston Tea Party on March 15th, 
1969 - which, if you're paying attention , is the 
same date of most of the music on The Legendary 
Guitar Amp Tapes, but not the version of "Sister 
Ray" on there. When the song devolves into 
improvisation and chaos, the band really just let 
it fly and it’s a total wall of 1990s Japanese noise, 
over two decades earlier - and yet even in the 
song’s very first minute, it’s clear that both 
guitarists are pissed off and ready for battle. 
Super raw, fuzzed-out and angry through and 
through, with almost comical moments in which 
the song briefly shifts to mild-mannered, with 
just one guitar and Tucker’s neverending beat. 
There’s a reason this one is considered one of the 
finest VU bootlegs, and it’s not only the secret 
mystery missing song. 


RETINAL CIRCUS CD 

Here’s a strange one. It’s supposedly an 80- 
minute soundboard recording from November 
1969 at a club called The Retinal Circus in 
Vancouver, where the band definitely played at 
least a couple of times, but nope, I don’t think it 
really is. Rather, these are tracks from the official 
Live 1969 album that have been mixed up, re- 
ordered, dubbed up with bogus crowd noise, and 
even a WFMU radio announcer at the end (!). The 
internet tells me that WFMU did a big Velvets 
special in the 90s, and probably told people that 
this was from Vancouver; someone dubbed it off 
the radio, and voila - this bootleg. Next! 


CAUGHT BETWEEN THE TWISTED 
STARS 4xCD box set 

One thing I truly enjoyed back when I was doing 
ablog called Agony Shorthand 15 or so years ago 
was how much stuff1’d been advised to follow up 
on vis-a-vis the comment boxes. This is quite a bit 
before trolls took over “comment boxes”, and 
nearly every media organization eliminated the 
ability to comment on articles, blog posts and so 
forth. 


In reviewing the Velvets bootleg Screen Test: 
Falling in Love With The Falling Spikes, | was 
informed that what I really needed to hear was 
The Psychopath’s Rolling Stones to get a true 
bead on the best Velvets boot material. 
Reviewing that disc, I was put under advisement 
that, no, the best collection of Velvet 
Underground bootleg material was actually a 
1998 four-CD box set called Caught Between 
The Twisted Stars. The fella that put out the 
recommendation then went and roasted it up for 
me on CD-R — what a hero! 


What the creators of this package set to pull off 


was taking what they believed to be the best of the Velvet Underground bootleg material already out 
there, and make up their own fantasy box set of what would be on it. If you conform to their vision 
of best = rarest and/or longest, then this set is probably for you. Let’s take it from the top: 


Disc 1: EXPLODING PLASTIC INEVITABLE b/w POOR RICHARD’S.....Notable for taking 
virtually all of an already-existing bootleg of the band’s 1966 show in Columbus, OH, this disc 
contains a Jooooong 30-minute version of a metronomic sometime-set opener called “Melody 
Laughter”. Nico’s vocals don’t even begin until 19 minutes of plod have transpired, but the song is 
really lovely in places. Far better are the killer versions of “Venus In Furs” and “All Tomorrow’s 
Parties”, and the tacked-on 6/23/66 “Run Run Run” and “Venus” from a Chicago show. Totally 
deadly. 1966??!? Are you kidding me? 


Disc 2: THE CHIC MYSTIQUE OF NOTHING SONGS......Another excessively long droner 
called “Nothing Song” from that 1966 Columbus show, and another experimental 28-minute+ rarity 
from January 1966 in New York called “Chic Mystique’. Just because it’s the Velvets and it’s rare 
doesn’t necessarily mean it smokes, yet both ably demonstrate the school of Lamonte Young 
|} minimalist explorations that the band 
grew out of, and also illuminates the era 
in which Cale, not Reed, was the band’s 
obvious leader and muse. The 19-minute 
1970 mesh of “Train ‘Round The Bend/ 
Oh! Sweet Nuthin’” is hideously boring. 
One hopes that the audience, like the 
band, were dosed heavily on barbiturates 
and cocktails, and found a way to work 
this into their personal downer groove 
somehow. 


Disc 3: SWEET SISTER RAYN’S 
HEROIN.....Now we're _ talking. 
“Sweet Sister Ray”, a nearly 40-minute 
candy-coated prelude for the raw power 
and chaos of “Sister Ray”, is here from 
c ( 4 an oft-circulated bootleg recorded 
The Velvet ( Inderground 4/28/68 at La Cave in Cleveland. The 
version of “Sister Ray”, though, from the 
outstanding 1969 Boston Legendary 


Guitar Amp boot, is the real thrill ride here — overloaded guitar damage like you wouldn’t believe, 
putting even the recorded version to shame. W-o-w. It mutes any complaints I have about a 1993 (!) 
“Hey Mr. Rain” being on here. The 4-song disc ends with an excellent take on “Heroin” from a La 
Cave show two days after the one that starts the disc. The band loved playing Cleveland Rock City, 
and seemed to be there all the time — which, as many have pointed out, may have something to do 
with that city’s crucial contributions to the rock canon circa 1974-76. 


Disc 4: ILLUMINATIONS OF ATONALITY......Maybe the most consistent disc of the set, with the 
same super-electrified version of “Run Run Run” (8/2/69, New Hampshire) that appears on The 
Psychopath’s Rolling Stones, as well as a duo of Paris recordings from 1972 from Cale, Reed and 
Nico. One of the tracks is a jaunty novelty/brag about the band sung by Cale called “The Biggest, 
Loudest, Hairiest Group of All”; the other is a fine, subdued walk through “Black Angel’s Death 
Song”. A track called “Searchin’” is actually a different mix of the LP version of “Sister Ray” (even 
cruder than the WL/WH version); there’s a also a mono mix of “Lady Godiva’s Operation” (wait, 
I thought the record was mono?). Some other ephemera show up as well. 


In sum, taking this 4-CD bootleg in in four distinct drops requires some rigor and patience, yet the 
payoff is definitely there. I could (and I might) someday make my own single “best of Caught 
Between The Twisted Stars” CD that'd knock the socks off your ass. 
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BOOTLEG SERIES, VOL. 1: 
QUINE TAPES 3xCD 

It’s certainly nota true bootleg any longer, having 
come out on 2001 on Polydor. At one time, 
though, “The Quine Tapes” were among the most 
desired Velvets artifacts going. When it came out 
officially, there was much talk about Polydor 
putting out multiple VU bootlegs in an official 
manner, with Live at The Gymnasium being the 
one that was already ready to go and in the can. It 
never happened as a distinct release, except that 
Gymnasium show was eventually released in 
December 2013 as part of the 'Super Deluxe' 
reissue of White Light/White Heat. This was 
then followed with Live at the Valleydale 
Ballroom 11-4-1966 coming out, in full, on the 
45th anniversary box set of The Velvet 
Underground and Nico. 


THE 


When this one came out officially, I hadn’t 
actually heard the bootleg known as The Quine 
Tapes yet. The word on the street was that these 
were the very best of the Velvet Underground live 
tapes out there, far too good to only circulate on 
bootlegs, and deserving ofa properrelease. [have 
to agree that they’re among the best I’ve ever 
heard, up there with Sweet Sister Ray and The 
Legendary Guitar Amp Tape and some of the 
great rehearsal material that surfaced on the Peel 
Slowly And See box set. What makes these CDs 
special is that this is truly the Velvet 
Underground at their unadorned, most rocking 
best, not subject to anyone’s agenda for track 
listing nor to shoddy recording techniques 
(though Robert Quine’s tapes are a bit raw). It’s 
really just one young law student and a tape 
recorder, taping up his #1 favorite band like the 
seer, visionary and public servant he was. 


San Francisco 
. Ww 


In researching this collection on the World Wide 
Web, I read a couple of instructive reviews that 
capture some good insights on the set. This is 
from Jonathan Moscowitz in the New York 
Press: 


“Quine’s tapes were made right before the 
Velvets went into the studio to record Loaded, an 
experience so negative it made Reed quit the band 
and move back home to Long Island. You can 
hear that sound foreshadowed in the versions of 
"It’s Just Too Much," "Ride into the Sun" and 
"Follow the Leader" offered here. Good-natured 
and bouncy, they show off Reed’s love of old- 
school rock ’n’ roll and Sterling Morrison’s 
effortless rhythm work. At the other end of the 
spectrum sit the old Factory-era chestnuts 
"Venus in Furs" and "The Black Angel’s Death 
Song." In their original incarnations both these 
songs were built around Cale’s heavily droning 
viola, and it’s instructive to hear how well the 
band evokes the junky creepiness of their first 
album without him.” 


These shows were recorded in late 1969 at a large 
hall (The Family Dog) and a small club (The 
Matrix) in San Francisco, as well as the 
basketball gym at Washington University in St. 
Louis, thus illuminating the band in both spacious 
and intimate environs. There appear to be some 
extremely small, uninterested crowds in 
attendance, and the sets, as Moscovitz says, lean 
heavily to Loaded and third album material. 


There’s also a few big eye-openers: “Follow The 
Leader’, long considered a “lost” and highly 
sought-after VU song, is probably not worth 
much further hype as it’s a middling chugger that 
goes on about 10 minutes too long, clocking in at 


a robust 17:05. Yet nothing compares to the not one, not two, but THREE wholly unique versions 
of “Sister Ray”, one sitting on each disc. You really think the Velvet Underground were the antithesis 
of the hippie scene? This set gives one pause. Rather than coming in blazing with posturing and 
standoffish black-leather New York hipster ‘tude, the Velvets instead adapted to their San Francisco 
environs quite well, and cranked out lengthy instrumental passages that sound like any typical free- 
form band of the period (only much better). 


Quine says of the November 7-9th 1969 shows, "The first weekend, at the Family Dog, it was 
basically just a bunch of hippies there. They brought their tambourines, harmonicas, and were 
playing along. I made tapes of that stuff that came out very well. It was a large place, so they could 
really turn up the amps." The versions of “Sister Ray” are especially terrific if you’re willing to sit 
back and feeeeee/ them. Built around one of the all-time great riffs, the song has so many different 
piece parts that it’s really 12 songs in one. Now multiply that by 3 different versions (one slow, one 
hard, one that morphs into an excellent “Foggy Notion”) and, well, 12 cubed = 1,728 different 
combinations and ways of playing “Sister Ray” on any given night. Quine captured three of them, 
and they’re fantastic. 


There’s also a brilliant distorted version of “What Goes On” and two incredible “I’m Waiting For 
The Man”s — one gentle and jaunty, one dark and mean. The banana really does peel down to the base 
once you’ ve tackled all 3 discs here, and we are actually left with a much better picture of the Velvet 
Underground live experience than had been previously captured on various bootlegs. We can remain 
confident that no two shows were identical, 


and that this was a band well worth slavishly [JW orien ’ aerial | 
following the way Quine obviously did. In | THE VELVET UNDERGROUND | 
sum, this small box set is essential for those Bootleg Series Volume 1: The Quine Tapes 


who feel it important to dig deep into Velvet 
Underground arcana beyond the other now- |. 
official releases. 


VELVET UNDERGROUND 1966: 3 \ 
LIVE AT THE VALLEYDALE + PR 
BALLROOM 2xCD ee 
This has come out in many, many 4 
configurations over the years, starting as a tape Xe 
made available to Velvet Underground ; 
Appreciation Society members way back in the 

1970s, all the way up to it being included as 

bonus material in the official 45th anniversary Hig Peasths 206,’ Sani Brace Tie) Revwebys 3008 
Velvet Underground and Nico box set. You wer iolalcneegat sic a Sedat 


may have just read some of my references to 

these songs popping up on different bootlegs. I 7 

have this November 4th, 1966 show from Columbus, OH as a double CD with a white sleeve and 
a big “Direct from Original Master! !” sticker; a quick online search shows at least five other bootleg 
versions of this exact same show. 


It’s a special one, because unless my sources are incorrect, it’s the only full high-quality recording 
of a complete show with Nico that exists. Supposedly this particular bootleg comes direct from the 
original tape. The #1 draw here are the two long improvisational tracks, the kingpin of which is the 
31-minute “Melody Laughter”. It features Cale’s viola snaking in and out for nearly 20 minutes, a 
straightforward, nearly unchanging Moe Tucker backbeat, and some lovely warbling by Nico so she 
could say she’d done her part. A chunk of this version was lifted and put on the Peel Slowly and See 
box. The other is nearly a half hour itself, an instrumental called “The Nothing Song” that is also 
simple, wordless and unmistakably the Velvet Underground, including some more formless wailing 
by Nico. Like I said, that’s also on the Caught Between The Twisted Stars box set. 


There are also 7 tracks that ended up on the first 
album, including a savage “Venus in Furs” and 
scratchy, distorted versions of “All Tomorrow’s 
Parties”, “The Black Angel’s Death Song” and 
more. If you’re trying to track this one down, just 
look wherever you happen to look for the 1966 
Valleydale Ballroom show, and you’ll likely 
encounter this set under any one of a number of 
names. 


SCREEN TEST: FALLING IN LOVE WITH 
THE FALLING SPIKES LP/CD 

This bootleg is easily the most confounding -- and 
let's just be frank here: /east listenable -- VU 
rarity of any of the bootlegs I've encountered 
during my research on the matter. My question is: 
save for the great pulsating, slow-vibe, low- 
fidelity version of "Oh, Sweet Nuthin" that keeps 
this boggling release from being a mere coaster, 
is there really any true Velvet Underground 
material on here?? Web searches turn up very 
little save for the photo reproduced here and an 
explanatory note from one site: 


"listed here as Screentest 1965 but actually 
contains MGM Music Factory 1968 interview, 
Oh Sweet Nuthin' live from Philadelphia 1970, 
some great energetic live soundcheck 
instrumental that sounds like a speeded up Sister 
Ray mutation from Woodrose_ Ballroom, 
Springfield, 17/4/70, snippets from Warhol 


movies..." 


Make that a Jot of snippets from Warhol movies. 
That much I am able to gather. We're talking 18- 


= 


minute snippets at a time, actually recorded with 
a handheld tape player from the seats at what I'm 
sure was a wank-covered 42nd Street NYC 
movie house circa 1966. Then a brief musical 
interlude might pop in -- someone tuning up, say, 
or a 2-minute squawk of the band practicing -- 
and then maybe a snippet of an interview with 
John Cale. The weird thing is I thought I'd once 
read that this was one of the bootlegs to track 
down for Velvets freaks. I'm sticking with the 
others listed here for now. 


We'll stop there, because after all that, I don’t 
have the patience to write about End of Cole 
Avenue and Flowers of Evil - but you should 
absolutely try and hear both. There are another 47 
after that you can dabble in; that said, I believe if 
you’ve heard the ones mentioned here, you’re 
probably in good stead overall, though I’m by no 
means the authority to trust in these matters. 
Punch the URLs below into your computing 
device if you’re interested in learning more from 
true experts who spend an inordinate amount of 
time contemplating & extrapolating every 
mystery and enigma that surrounded, and 
continues to surround, the Velvet Underground. 


olivier.landemaine.free.fr/vu 
www. minnesota-slim.net/vu 
thevelvetundergroundbootlegslyoko.blogspot. 
com 
thenunsareontheseawall.blogspot.com 


SUBURBAN HOMES 


the magazine version 


L 


Interview with Paul Messis of the Suburban Homes, late 
December 2018. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: After establishing yourself 
as one of western civilization’s premier 60s folk & 
fuzz throwback artists, what prompted the 
formation of Suburban Homes in 2014? 


Paul Messis: \t kind of was a mixture of things that 
prompted the idea of The Suburban Homes. Although 
the original 60s teenbeat sound is something I have 
always loved and feel is a real foundation for western 
punk rock. The current 60s “garage scene” for me 
became very painting-by-numbers and cartoonish, it’s 
like these guys and girls have read the blueprints but 
totally got it wrong in terms of the ethic, I still feel this 
way about many of these groups. So with regards to my 
60s stuff I kind of feel like there is this constant noose 
around my neck, despite putting a lot of my soul and 
emotions into my songs and essentially trying to keep 
what I do at least ethically ‘punk’ (even if it means I am 
writing love songs or whatever) by default of its style 
and what it now represents in the music scene my 60s 
gear often is “considered” a joke by folks and this can be 
frustrating and somewhat depressing, so around 2013 I 
had an inner rebellion. 


So as I stated Suburban Homes started more as a 
rebellion towards the 60s scene folks and In a way was 
akind ofcontradictory rebellion against myself. Ina way 
I kind of relate heavily to Alex Chilton when he got 


fucked-off with his Big Star stuff and just 
wanted to make simplistic rock n roll 
songs, it’s kinda the same deal. 


Also at the time, I remember I was doing 
my job and I was working in ‘Crawley’ in 
West Sussex and just generally my life 
was somewhat stagnant and going no- 
where. In fact I remember the day well 
when I decided Suburban Homes was 
going to happen, I was sitting in a van 
during heavy rain surrounded by 
Suburban Homes and just thought to 
myself “I hate this place so much, I hate 
my life, I hate my circumstances, I hate 
this shit, I hate this routine, I hate that I 
cannot communicate my feelings” etc etc 
and then it happened. 


Also I was listening to more varied stuff 
which was influencing what I wanted to 
do, but I’ll answer that in the question 
below. 


What other sounds or actual bands 
would you say you were most trying to 
recreate, approximate, or ingest in 
putting together the band’s sound? 


Suburban Homes is kind of a melting pot 
of ideas all thrown in together although 
musically it was meant to be clearly 
influenced by 70s UK DIY, so the groups 
everyone has come to associate with the 
band are there for sure so Swell Maps, 
early Television Personalities, The 
Buzzcocks and The Desperate Bicycles, 
Subway Sect, Crisis plus the Messthetics 
cds and other 80s UK regional comps. It’s 
just worth mentioning I was listening to a 
LOT of this stuff at the time. 


Australian Punk group The Victims, I love 
those guys!!! 


Some of Jonathan Richman’s more 
“loser” moments; this has kinda 
influenced all my stuff. Other stuff that’s 
in there also is No-Wave, I was really into 
the MARS 7” and the Half Japanese first 
single. I’m sure some Billy Childish 
seeped into the influence, this is likely due 


tomy locale and the fact Sussex and Kent are very 
close in terms of location and community ideals, 
we're certainly NOT influenced by London 
much, that’s kind of what I share with Billy 
Childish. 


I guess some of the more inept 60s garage 
influenced me for sure. Plus at the time I was 
obsessed with the No Trend LP, seriously I’'drate 
that as one of the best albums ever made, for me 
it’s beyond punk. 


The records you released connected with 
underground DIY/minimal punk freaks 
pretty quickly, to the point where Suburban 
Homes records seem to disappear pretty 
quickly after release. What sort of halo effect 
did this have on your many other projects? 


Nope!!! It had none on the other projects, of 
course I’m happy folks have dug and “got” the 
Suburban Homes, but at the end of the day these 
things are super fleeting, the lasting effect never 
really sticks... so at the end of the day none of this 
shit matters. 


Tell us a little bit about Andy H and Martin 
Ratcliffe, who I gather are the two gentlemen 
who play with you in Suburban Homes. 


Andy and Marty are cool guys. I’ve known Marty 
fora long time, he is my band-mate in The Higher 
State (another 60s garage project I play with). 
Marty is a big music fan, but he too is a real 
outsider and can barely play a bass guitar to save 
his life, so he was instantly brought into the fold 
for that alone, plus Marty is great at recording, he 
has recorded all the Sub Homes stuff. 


Andy came a little later, but is a great guy. Andy 
plays in many bands and projects and runs his 
own label. Andy is a very passionate guy and lam 
glad he joined us. Andy plays in a lot of Anarco 
and UK 82 styled punk groups. His main project 
is called Surgery Without Research, he’s 
involved in a lot of stuff and is a great guy. 


Has the band played live, and if so - where, and 
how’d it go; if not, why not, and are there plans 
to change this? 


No, we never played live...this is something I 
never really like doing, I’ve never enjoyed the 
live arena plus me and the guys all live so far from 
each other that it’s impossible to do, plus my job 
at the time was killing me, I’ve never had the time 
to play live. 


Live music isn’t what it used to be, in the 80s and 
90s, people went to shows to socialise, be with 
their friends and dig on the music....Now it’s 
changed, people go there to look at their mobile 
phones and use the show more as a means of 
saying to each other “I’m cool look where I’ve 
been’. I caught onto this very early and decided to 
rebel against the whole ‘live’ music thing. Some 
others would say Iam being too extreme, but I’ve 
been on stage watching people in the audience 
looking into their phones, talking about their 
bullshit to each other rather than just watching the 
show... On the other end of the spectrum people 
also want to go to shows just to get wasted and this 
can be equally as bad as the folks who turn up just 
cos they want to be “cool”. 


I’ve just started work as a sound guy and know for 
a fact the sound in venues IS nowhere near as 
good as it used to be in the past, it’s kinda like a 
l 


THE SUBURBAN HOMES 


CONFORMITY IN THE U.K. 
B/W 
TELEVISION SPIES 


total circle jerk, cos bands sound great on stage to 
themselves through the monitors but what the 
audience hears is often super shit, too loud, you 
can’t hear the vocals etc...so since 2009 when I 
started the garage stuff, I was like “fuck this”. I 
don’t need it, I feel live music at times is a bit like 
a pantomime. 


Suburban Homes and myselfare more just record 
bands, records stay forever, live shows don’t....I 
don’t need audience gratitude....It freaks me 
out....1 don’t even like leaving my house. 


Your recent work expresses some discontent 
with a few unfortunate trends that affect the 
world you live in, both musical and otherwise. 
I wonder if you’d provide your own overview 
on the state of: 


...the effect of gentrification upon music in 
greater London and the UK? 


The UK is in a weird state politically, the whole 
gentrification thing really upsets me man... 
whole cities and towns are destroyed this way. It 
just saddens me. 


What upsets me the most, is the modernisation of 
everything and the whole sugar coating of places. 
I always use the expression “you can’t paint a 
turd” and that’s basically what the UK is right 
now. It’s also super expensive to do anything in 
the UK.... it costs money to take a shit... they’d 
also tax breathing if they could. 


I could go more in-depth about this, but i’d be 
here all day typing. 


...corporate-leaning “garage rock” record 
labels? 


Look. I get labels need to make money, but 
independent labels as we know it are dead, the 
internet has created this whole industry where it’s 
become so super glossy. Independent music is 
supposed to be a little rough around the edges, it’s 
NOT supposed to be how it currently is. 


The general interests of the labels AREN’T about 
the music much anymore, it’s about making 
money and these guys can say I’m wrong a 
thousand times but they’re lying. .. these assholes 
are selling us all a lie. 


It’s just the whole damn look of it now, 
everything looks so fake and plastic, you go on 
websites and they all have that corporate design 
look, I call it coffee shop cliché. 


Roll up guys, you can now buy your punk for 
$25.99 all on different coloured vinyl....It just 
pisses me off man!!! 


....60s garage revival bands in general? 


As mentioned above in the first question I feel the 
60s revival is dead....revivals are cool and can be 
very energetic and engaging BUT...when it 
becomes painting-by-numbers its essentially 
game over. 


There are some good revival bands out there 
doing the 60s garage thing very authentically but 
it’s far and few between now...What I like is 
when artists put themselves into the music rather 
than just mimic the style and sadly in the 60s 


scene right now, I’d say there are only maybe 5 
bands who genuinely put themselves and their 
souls into the songs, whereas all the rest are more 
style copiers...which is NEVER good for 
anyone...it’s a fucking shame!!! 


... Smartphones, and their detrimental effect 
upon human interaction and how we relate to 
music in 2019? 


Smartphones aren’t the problem essentially.... 
The problem is social media. 


My song I-phone Suicide is about the Chinese 
factory workers who killed themselves and the 
fact Apple get the money and get richer and 
richer., I will be the first to admit, Iam typing this 
out on an Mac, so this is where it’s fucking 
crazy...We all use this shit...so our hands are 
tainted in blood. I also equally find this kind of 
disturbing, because the way this technology is 
used and the realities of it. When I just think about 
it, itupsets me.... “Hey man, let’s have a SELFIE 
“smiling like dicks”’...yet who has aclue ifthe guy 
who made this thing jumped off the building??? 
...1t’s fucking sickening man. 


In my opinion the constant need to “be switched 
on” is dangerous to society and I feel we’ve 
already reached the point of no-return...it’s 
destroying friendships, relationships and 
people’s way of just being decent to one another. 
Social media is changing everything and for the 
worst too... 1’d be much, much happier ifit didn’t 
exist. 


Irecommend all of you to delete your Instagrams 
and Facebook pages, you’re just breeding a 
stagnant form of narcissism in both yourselves 
and others. ..it’s a modern disease. 


Your own label, Market Square, really only 
needed to put out that first Suburban Homes 
record before Total Punk took over releasing 
your stuff, supplemented recently by Neck 
Chop putting out E.P. 3 this year. What do you 
like to have Market Square focus on - i.e. your 
label’s aesthetic and overall approach? 


Market Square is more a hobby, it’s a really fun 
outlet for me. I enjoy working with other 
musicians. 


For me the label is akin to original indies of the 
80s, I am really influenced by Rough Trade and 
Creation Records, what I like about those labels 


is they NEVER had a clear aesthetic as such, they 
just released music they liked, so what I am doing 
is the same. The aim is to release a bunch of 7’’s 
for bands and people I like. I don’t care about 
having a specific genre or target market so to 
speak, I want it to be a mixed bag of stuff... I 
want 60s influenced stuff, I want folk, but I also 
want punk, indie and other things in between.... 
Hell I’d even do jazz if I found someone who did 
cool jazz now. 


In terms of my own aesthetic the label operates 
purely ona NO social media basis, this is because 
I am trying to practice what I am preaching.... I 
have a Bandcamp page to sell the 45s and a 
blogspot to try and write a bit about them, but 
that’s it... there is no social media whereby I am 
forcing the brand down people’s throats every 
five minutes whilst feeling the ego boost of 
people ‘liking’ my posts., The label is there, the 
records are there, if people are into it, they’ll 
come and buy the records...that’s it!!!| To me 
that’s how it’s meant to be right?? 


Ialso like working with groups who I feel are very 
passionate about their music. To me this is the 
most positive thing about doing the label, I love 
talking and meeting musicians and hearing their 
songs and hearing their viewpoints on life etc. 
I’ve loved everyone I’ve worked with so far. 


Also I only release 7”s this is because when I 
started the label I was seeing a change in the 
industry. 7”s in my opinion are a great format, but 
they’re being killed off by the pressing plants. I 
predict in maybe 15 years we MAY not even have 
the 7” format anymore, so for the time-being I 
will still be releasing 7’’s just to try and keep the 
format alive. 


Many other labels have already stopped doing 
7’s this is because NO MONEY can be made 
from them, in fact you probably lose money.... 
So what does this tell you, at the end of the day, 
folks just wanna make money, rather than 
preserve the best damn format in music. 


What’s next for Suburban Homes this year? 


Nothing....The band’s finished...we did what 
we had to, five records is enough for any group. 


I’ve moved to Spain, so have ZERO idea what I’ I] 
be doing musically for the forthcoming year. 


(END) 


A Scattering of Petals: 
Noisy Rubble and Beautiful Blooms Borne of 


The Garbage & The Flowers 


by Dan Vallor 
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The Garbage & The Flowers left barely a trace when they splintered in the early 1990s. Their 
one 7" single, released on Wayne Rogers & Kate Biggar's Massachusetts label Twisted Village, 
appeared just as the band had broken up. The 7" didn’t go unnoticed by those who followed 
basement psychedelia; Twisted Village had a fairly high profile in the underground due to Rogers 
and Biggar's own band Crystalized Movements and their many connections around the globe, as 
well as support from Forced Exposure magazine. Additionally, the New Zealand underground 
was experiencing something of a moment in the US and Europe due to artists on Flying Nun and 
Xpressway Tapes opening US and European underground music fans ears to the country's rich 
underground music landscape. The band's backstory is well documented in this issue, but for a 
band with just three songs available as they were splitting, the enduring appeal of The Garbage 
& The Flowers is remarkable. 


Most bands with an imprint that small are soon forgotten; the single vanishes from stores and 
mailorder, nothing new materializes and the story ends as the memory of the band fades with the 
unfathomable volume of new music that follows. But this record and some compilation 
appearances made a mark that kept many of us curious. A posthumous lathe cut 7" and a couple 
of songs on Alastair Galbraith's RunnerCD landed shortly after, butin limited availability. It wasn't 
until late in the decade that the band got a proper retrospective with the 1997 double LP Eyes Rind 
As If Beggars. 


In the meantime the members moved on and formed a number of bands that, to those who heard 
them, only made the desire for more from The Garbage & The Flowers family stronger. 


In 1995 Peter King was beginning to gain real traction with his lathe cutting operation out of 
Geraldine, New Zealand. The lore has been that EMI shut down their vinyl pressing plant in NZ 
in the late 80's and dumped the vinyl presses into the Wellington Harbour to assure that records 
would not compete with EMI's emerging CD market. The truth is somewhat less nefarious than 


that. EMI did close the plant, they shipped most of their presses over to Australia and stripped the 
others for parts according to EMI staff at the time. While significantly less environmentally vicious, 
the impact on the New Zealand independent music scene was no less severe. Cassette culture 
endured for a bit, and Xpressway Tapes managed to become something of an international 
underground sensation. But the loss of affordable vinyl production called for a solution, and Peter 
King's hand cut records were an ingenious idea that saved the NZ underground music scene by 
allowing bands to do tiny runs (20-50 copies). 


It was King's work that provided the conduit for many of The Garbage & The Flowers alumni to 
keep going, perhaps much more productively than had they been tethered to a proper vinyl 
market. Because lathe cut records and cassette tapes could be made with little cash, we have 
documentation of the impressive aftermath of The Garbage & The Flowers’ initial run as a band. 


DRESS (1994-1995): 


It was an article in Nick Cain's often 
polarizing NZ ‘zine Opprobrium that 
would first spread the news of life after 
The Garbage & The Flowers to the world 
outside of their native Wellington with a 
feature on Dress, a band fronted by 
GATF co-leaders Helen Johnstone & 
Yuri Frusin along with Kristen Wineera. 
Dress released just one 10" lathe cut 
record in their brief time. My best guess is 
that 120 were made; copies with a blue 
cover number up to 50 while a brown 
covered version has been seen which 
numbers to 70. It is a beautiful looking 
record with a tip-on style jacket, like an 
old 1950's 10" LP, the type of cover which 
this writer has never seen used on 
another lathe record. The cover was 
likely more expensive to make than the 
_ records themselves, but the record is 
~ really a special one. 


Their music is distinct from The Garbage & The Flowers in that Kristen Wineera's piano played 
a significant role and the music has a feel that hearkens a shy, fragmented and narcotic version 
of the more elegiac works of Bertolt Brecht and Hanns Eisler. It’s written, played and sung (when 
sung, side 2 is instrumental) with repetitive motifs (think "Easter Sunday, 1935" but with a sleepy, 
dreamy air), as if Helen is singing to herself, alone, while the band plays in a drifting haze. The 
fidelity is murky but in a way that perfectly fits the music. It is an exceptional piece of work that is 
slight on the psychedelia, but an excellent extension of some of The Garbage & The Flowers’ 
quieter work, albeit less focused. At times it sounds extemporaneous, but with the artists fully in 
sync with one another. 


THE SLOW SCRAPE (1992-1996): 


The Slow Scrape were a collaboration between vocalist Sophie Moleta (recording here as Sophie 
Oakley) and Helen Johnstone. My awareness of this 5-song tape came after hearing Moleta's 
contributions to Alastair Galbraith's essential Runner compilation on Next Best Way, an album 
that includes The Garbage & The Flowers as well as a wealth of other great New Zealand music. 


| recall being told that Moleta used another name on the tape because of a familial relationship 
with a well-known New Zealand singer, but details on that are unclear. Moleta made this wonderful 
cassette with Helen on viola but it's largely Moleta's work. It's a beautiful EP with dark elements 
of Brechtian drama and on "Lullaby For A Frisky Prince", Helen's viola work recalls Owen John's 
exquisite string work on The Spacemen 3's cover of "Transparent Radiation" from The Perfect 
Prescription. Helen plays on three of the EP's tracks but is listed on the insert as a principal player 
alongside Oakley/Moleta. Helen’s playing adds significantly to Moleta's work here and elegantly 
demonstrates her own musicianship. The EP is expertly recorded by Brendon Ryniker and Stuart 
Porter, who had engineered The Garbage & The Flowers’ first 7", Catnip/Carousel. 


the slow scrape 


side one 
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helen johnstone : viola 2,3,5 


sophie oakley: vocals 
piano, samples, guitar, glockenspiel. 


engineered by stuart porter + brendon ryniker 
mixed by brendon ryniker + sophie oakley 
at angry dog studio wgtn new zealand nov 199 


y thanks to - tony, tabatha, angel, mare and daniel 


Moleta continued to make some great music in the decades to come, though little matched the 
audacious experimentation of this EP. Her style here, musically and vocally, is haunting and her 
voice is powerful; a bit like a less rootsy Mary Margaret O'Hara with a conscious nod to Marlene 
Dietrich. Moleta later moved from NZ to Europe, settling in France and working with a number of 
producers and club artists. She sang lead on a couple of deep house/club hits from the era, most 
notably "Love Has Come Again" credited to Human Movement featuring Sophie Moleta. The EP's 
opener, "Paul Eluard", would reappear on vinyl remixed by DJ Holmes Ives as well as DJ Mercurio, 
though those remixes use only elements of the piece, with beats dominating the mixes. 


The bulk of The Slow Scrape cassette EP was reissued as the first four tracks of Moleta's solo 
retrospective Trust in 1997 which excludes only her interpretation of Marlene Dietrich's "...Un 
Wenn Er Wiederkommt" but also offers a stunning and largely previously unissued collection of 
her initial solo works from the 1990s. Having released just one solo album during her time in 
Europe (Dive on Telescopic from 2000, co-produced by Hector Zazou) and frustrated with the 
European music scene, Moleta returned to the Southern Hemisphere in the early 00s and settled 
in Australia, releasing a significant and musically rewarding body of work as a singer-songwriter. 
Most of that work is still available digitally through her website sophiemoleta.com (including all of 
Trust). 


THE DRUGS (1995): 


While Dress only hung around long enough to deliver 4 songs, the trio soon teamed up with 
vocalist/guitarist Jeremy Armitage (of the band This Will Kill That) and drummer Keith Gully to form 
The Drugs. The Drugs were fronted by Armitage but with Helen on viola, Yuri delivering squalls 
of guitar feedback, and Kristen handling bass. The band fits nicely into the legacy of The Garbage 
& The Flowers, and Armitage’s work here shares the others’ affection for The Velvet 
Underground. 


The Drugs managed to deliver two singles, a lathe cut 8" and 7", the latter which includes a cover 
of Bob Dylan's 1967 track "It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only Bleeding)". The artwork is lovely and well 
executed, though the 8" confusingly came with two covers, one with clearer print but the same 
basic design and the other with performing credits. The music is garage-y and rough around the 
edges, and the lowest of lo-fi. Both releases appeared on Helen & Yuri's Hell On Records imprint. 


THE NEW ZEALAND GUITAR ORCHESTRA (1996): 


There was something unique about New Zealand’s improvised, free music, something only found 
among isolated artists in the US and Europe prior to the explosion of NZ's avant garde in the 
1990s. My experience was that, prior to this, the status quo for underground free improv and noise 
music was tethered to a dark aesthetic. It seemed easy to find (especially) American artists doing 
improv and noise who would pepper their work, and the visual art that accompanied it, with 
references to serial killers, rapists, Charles Manson, etc. Aggression and machismo was often the 
message, and the scenes that fostered such music seemed inhospitable towards those artists 
looking to Free Music for the joy of creating art. 


Outside of aninsular (and very inventive) international cassette culture, artists that didn'tlean hard 
into violent cliches, who didn't make their work as aggressive and intimidating as possible, didn't 
seem to make much of an impact in the free music world. It wasn't until New Zealand entered the 
picture that | felt things shifting towards a freer Free Music underground. Along comes Michael 
Morley's Gate and Bruce Russell and Alastair Galbraith with A Handful Of Dust, and the New 
Zealand floodgates open with a tsunami of tremendously smart Free Music sound artists who, 
because the culture had no precedent for fetishizing violence, made music that still buzzes with 
the joy of creating sound and making noise. 


The New Zealand Guitar Orchestra was a mystery to me when I first heard them. Few know much 
about the group’s existence and while liner notes from the Fire Records edition of Eyes Rind As 
If Beggars discuss them in the GATF history, no specifics are offered. | knew that the band had 
intersections with both The Garbage & The Flowers and Surface Of The Earth (whose excellent 
work can be found on Bruce Russell's Corpus Hermeticum imprint as well as the American labels 
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Fusetron and Utech Record; SOTE's Paul Toohey's K-Group is also well worth exploring with 
proper vinyl releases issued in both NZ and the States) but! had no idea who the band was. | recall 
GATF’s Yuri Frusin and SOTE’s Paul Toohey telling me that The New Zealand Guitar Orchestra 
included members of both outfits, but both were quite cryptic when it came to details. But they had 
sold me, as | loved both bands and was wide open to free improvised music so | grabbed up the 
lathe LP and cassette when they came out. The New Zealand Guitar Orchestra are a perfect 
illustration of free artists making free music with evident joy. 


In preparing for this article | asked Paul Toohey for specifics: 


"In the mid-nineties Donald from Surface Of the Earth and Yuri were flatting together in a house 
in Brooklyn. Tony (also from Surface Of The Earth) and | would often visit Donald, and Helen and 
Kristen were there too from time to time and everyone got along well. We had liked The Garbage 
& the Flowers, and Dress their new project was interesting too. We were always talking about 
music and there were plenty of guitars and amplifiers around the house. Atsome point we decided 
to plug in the guitars and do some recording. | was operating World Resources so probably had 
the idea to do a lathe cut for the label. We recorded The Bad Shed, released a few (20 copies?) 
on World Resources. Helen was keen to do more so Hell On Records paid for another batch. | 
think we just did one session with the lineup of Helen, Yuri, Kristen, Tony, Donald and myself. 


The Skoda cassette was from a second session and | think this time it was Kristen, Helen Yuri, 
Donald, David Merritt and myself. Pretty sure that's right; it’s possible there was someone else... 


As for the name, | don't think everyone liked it, and it probably wore a bit thin quickly. Living in 
Wellington there were always arts festivals where some theatre or music group would have a 
pretentious name like the New Zealand this or that... (the name) was a bit of a 'play'on that as 
| recall - a group with a fancy name making a big racket with malfunctioning gear in a run down 
house." 


The sound of The Bad Shedis more in line with Surface Of The Earth than it is with The Garbage 
& The Flowers; the band play improvisational music with a heavy dose of drone. The album begins 
with what | believe to be the chiming of bells, but soon gives way to a wealth of droning guitar 
feedback, a sustained but controlled chaos. If you're one who loves drone, and back in the 90s 
it was like bread and beer to many of us, then this would be a great record for you. 


Skoda was a cassette-only release that is awash with dense droning feedback, it is minimal and 
beautiful. At times abrasive but by and large it’s a gem for those who embraced Metal Machine 
Music, The Theater Of Eternal Music and other legendary drone works. 


} ENTLANG/ENT LANG (1996): 


Ent Lang (or Entlang, depending on the 
record) were a quartet that 
encapsulated all of Dress, with the 
addition of Surface Of The Earth's 
Donald Smith. Ent Lang moved Helen 
and Yuri back to front with them trading 
off lead vocals. Hypnotic guitar and 
proto-"slow-core" tempos provide the 
foundation, and the band come the 
closest to The Garbage & The Flowers 
in sound amongst all the groups 
stemming from the band. 


The band's first single Cold, A Harvest 
Walking Into Bars is more akin to The 
Garbage & The Flowers' sound than 
any of the band's other offshoots. Helen 
sings the A-side, which is narcotic and 
languorous; despite this it is quite 


musically complex. Helen's viola and ent lang cold, a harvest walking into bars 
Kristen's piano lend a chamber-like 
quality to the music, though certainly 
modernist chamber music with 
moments of atonality. But this is not 
discordant music, it is really quite 
beautiful. "Walking Into Bars" (sung by 
Yuri) stuck me as an odd title to come 
from this bunch, but as seemingly 
tossed off as the title seems, the song is 
lovely...something of an underwritten 
(and | don't mean that in a bad way) take 
on third album-era Velvet Underground 
balladry (in the same world as "Candy 
Says", "Pale Blue Eyes" & "Jesus"). 


Ent Lang's Airport/Nameless One 10" 
lathe is exceptional in sound and 
appearance, though a goodly amount 4 
less structured than the band's first § 
release. The vellum wraparound sleeve 
is beautiful and the music is lovely, more 
structurally free but still fully recognizable a: as springing fra the? same garden as The ( Gates & 
The Flowers. "Airport" is dreamy and of the two, more like a proper song, but it seems written 
extemporaneously with little in terms of structural boundaries. "Nameless One" is a hypnotic 
repetitive guitar figure (both songs sit upon a repeating guitar line, though it is more central to 
"Nameless One") which transfixes. 


MINIT (1999-): 


The Garbage & The Flowers’ Torbin Tilly decamped 
to Australia and formed the avant garde duo Minit 
with Jasmine Guffond (formerly of the Australian 
avant duo Hiss). Minit are difficult to categorize in 
that, while they work largely in an ambient motif, they 
have not been disinclined to explore electronic 
Glitch music. Minit began recording on New 
Zealand's Sigma Editions (run by Rosy Parlane & 
Dion Workman, both formerly of Thela) with CD and 
LP releases on the label. They participated in 
Australian experimentalists Snawklor's "50 Record 
Players 98" exhibition in (I believe) Melbourne which 
involved creating lathe cut records for the 
installation, though to my knowledge none of those 
were sold or given away; they were used just for the 
purpose of the installation. 


bootleg 


The duo has a small but rich catalog. The two Sigma releases are lovely, at times droning and 
sometimes disorienting and those were followed by the extremely Glitch driven 7" Bootleg on 
Germany's Tonschacht imprint (Minit's contribution kicked off a series of 7"s that saw them joined 
by Gate, Ashtray Navigations, Vibracathedral Orchestra, Oren Ambarchi and many more). The 
early 00s saw the duo slow down in releasing work in favor of compilation appearances and 
performances/installations before releasing the spectacular 2004 ambient/concrete work Now 
Right Here on France's Staubgold imprint. Now Right Here is a beautiful and complex piece of 
work comprising four pieces that range from the floating drift and drone of the title track and "IJ 
Muiden" to the clattering yet still kind of ethereal "IJ Variation". The album is still in print and 
strongly recommended. 


PIT VIPER (1997-1999): 


PIT VIPER Pit Viper were the polar opposite of Minit. 
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There is nothing ethereal here; beauty 
was not their thing, ferocious aural 
assault was their game. The band were 
something of a minor New Zealand 
improv/experimental supergroup made 
up of former The Garbage & The Flowers' 
Paul Yates (here known as Paul Ling), 
Rosy Parlane (formerly of Thela and 
simultaneously in Parmentier and 
recording solo) & Robert Lundon (RSW 
Lundon) who had recorded as (or with) 
Celine as well as running the Imperial 
Recordings imprint. Together they made 
a mighty racket. Pit Viper likely played to 
the largest audience of any of the bands 
covered here when they opened for 
Sonic Youth at Auckland Town Hall in 
September 1998; that set appears as 
part of their Crawlspace Records Artist 
Series lathe cut series release (it is Wheku from the bands 8") and on the Fit For Kings - A 
Compilation Of Peripheral New Zealand Music Series II LP & CD, the second anthology of 
Crawlspace's lathe series. 


To all of the ornate, beautiful music to come from The Garbage & The Flowers family tree, Pit Viper 
is the absolute antithesis. They offer an onslaught of noise and feedback perhaps best exhibited 
on that live Crawlspace 8". Sonic Youth were known to employ some pretty corrosive support acts, 
but | never heard of a band being cut off when opening for them, and | gather that the brief set 
included on this 8" was abruptly truncated either by venue or audience revolt. 


But the music is cathartic, and you can sense the glee in the noise. They are often as venomous 
as their namesake, but there's also moments of droning (albeit harsh and discordant) mixed into 
the clatter and scrape. If you love the prettier side of The Garbage & The Flowers they may not 
be for you, but their future is hinted at in rave-ups like "Catnip" & "Rosicrucian Lovers", though 
expect to find just the harshness found there, not a whit of the melody. This is savage music, which 
can be a really good thing sometimes. Additionally, the second side of Wheku/Weku may have 
been Peter King's first lathe cut locked groove. 


The Garbage & The Flowers have been well documented since the release of Eyes Rind As It 
Beggars, but hopefully time will bring these musicians’ other work and projects back into print. 
It's a body of work from a tremendously creative group of musicians that deserves to be heard. 
Ideally a deal can be struck by some adventurous record label or aspiring record label chief with 
the principals of these bands to make this music available, because the work of the bands 
discussed here shouldn't just be ghost records only possessed by a handful who were there at 
the time, or those prepared to shell out a small fortune for records that exist in the low 2 digits. 


A POST-GARBAGE & THE FLOWERS DISCOGRAPHY: 


Dress 
Dress lathe cut 10" (Hell On Records) 1995 


The Slow Scrape 
The Slow Scrape cassette (self released) 1992 
Sophie Moleta - Trust CD (self released SOFA 01) 1998 


The Drugs 


It's Alright Ma / Va Va Voom lathe cut 7" (Hell On Records) 1995 
Gas Station/Untitled lathe cut 8" (Hell On Records) 1995 


New Zealand Guitar Orchestra 


The Bad Shed lathe cut LP (World Resources/Hell On Records) 1996 


Skoda cassette (World Resources) 1996 


Ent Lang/Entlang 


Cold, A Harvest/Walking Into Bars \athe cut 10" (Hell On Records) 1996 
Airport/Nameless One lathe cut 10" (Hell On Records/Cassetto Editions) 1996 


Minit 

Music CD (Sigma Editions) 1999 
Bootleg/Four 7" (Tonschacht) 1999 
cc/bb LP (Sigma Editions) 2000 

Now Right Here LP/CD (Staubgold) 2004 


Pit Viper 
Abela/The Bridge 7" (\mperial Records) 1997 


Wheku / Weku lathe cut 8" (Crawlspace Artists Series) 1999 


BACZKOWSKI/PADMANABHA 

Mastoid Process 45 

Searing, feral free jazz of a sort normally not 
found on 45rpm records, particularly from a 
Seattle label primarily known for arty HC punk. 
“Artery” is a militaristic stop-start frenzy in 
which drummer Ravi Padmanabha is 
wonderfully rolling, careening and lashing out at 
imaginary demons. I’ve already taken note that 
this gentleman is a skins-shredder whom I’! need 
to be investigating further. Saxophonist Steve 
Baczkowski I know from his work w/ Chris 
Corsano and others, and he’s similarly 
unharnessed, especially on the b-side “Trachea”, 
which moves from deep, long blasts of mournful 
noise to a quieter sort of mouth fluttering, with 
Padmanabha continuing the exorcism behind 
him. I’m not sure how many storage shelves I'll 
need to build up my “free jazz on 45” collection 
but right now this is front & center on the 2018 
shelf. (Iron Lung; ironlungpv.bandcamp.com) 


MOUNTAIN MOVERS Pink Skies LP 

Seems like I might have cottoned to The 
Mountain Movers a lot earlier than I did, but here 
weare. I haven’t been talking to the right “heads”. 
They would have told me that this is their 7th 
album, and that they’ve been cranking out loud, 
Krauty psych records from their New Haven base 
since 2006. Well cleave me to the brisket - better 
late than never, I reckon. Pink Skies definitely 
throws off a cool autobahn-traveling Neu! vibe 
on the opening “Freeway”, and if that’s just a 
coincidence then someone’s really funnin’ 
someone. Then the heavy, Twisted Village-ish 
guitar damage closes in on multiple heavy, 


enveloping pieces, some with vocals and some 
without. I recognize Kryssi Battalene’s hypnotic 
guitar from her work in Headroom, and she plays 
these intense, oscillating, dive-bombing tones 
through layers of distortion that mark her as a 
pretty special practitioner of damaged magik. 
Turns that not one but three members of 
Mountain Movers play in both combos. All 
adjectives aside, the record’s not a showoff 
psychedelic wankathon by any means, it’s even 
quite lovely in parts (“Heavenly Forest”), and its 
placement on the omnivorous Trouble in Mind 
label makes a hell of a lot of sense when you think 
about it. 

(Trouble in Mind; troubleinmindrecs.com) 


THE STACHES Great Depression / Ur Still a 
Stranger 45 

Terrifically jagged and propulsive bit of upbeat 
garage punk from a formerly Swiss, now- 
German combo who’ ve lasted at this game longer 
than most (nine years and running). Their newest 
45 lays down just as many postpunk markers as it 
does their normal psych/garage hybrid, mostly in 
the construction of the frenetic A-side, which 
rushes and surges and stops in parts, giving way 
to a contorted guitar pattern and a cool eins-zwei- 
drei-vier count-off. The flip is a more restrained 
minimal pop, with sugared keyboard tones 
courtesy of Lise Sutter, who also leads the charge 
in the considerably more gloomy & abstract band 
Maraudeur. I’ve never heard anything 
disagreeable by The Staches to date, and seems 
like their next record’s always better than the one 
before it. (Six Tonnes de Chair; sixtonnesdecha 
irrecords.bandcamp.com) 
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Having a philosophical investigation with 


ARLA DAL FORNO 


The world’s recently become acquainted and 
enamored with the talents and work of Carla dal 
Forno - a Melbourne, Australia native who 
globetrotted her way to Berlin and London and 
subsequently into our hearts with You Know 
What It’s Like, her 2016 debut album. That 
strange, minimal pop record barely left my 
headphone rotation that entire year, and 2017’s 
follow-up EP The Garden was just as good.. 


Dal Forno creates a wonderfully icy, dubbed-out 
electronic haze using synths, bass, guitar and her 
own clearly enunciated voice. The more I 
learned about her, the deeper I climbed into her 
back catalog & assorted projects, which includes 
a stint in the lo-fi shoestring pop trio Mole 
House; stints in Tarear and F Ingers; and an 
essential monthly radio show on London’s NTS, 
in which 97% of what she plays is some ultra- 
obscurity from the intersection of 20 different 
sub-underground genres. 

I found myself in London in October 2018, so I 
presumptively rang up Carla (over email) and 
invited myself to her neighborhood. We met up 
at “The Snooty Fox” pub, did this interview, 
wrapped it up, then babbled about records a 
bunch over pints. 


Dynamite Hemorrhage: Where are you from 
originally, and where did you start making 
music? 


Carla dal Forno: Ym from Melbourne, 
Australia, and I was born and raised there. I 
started making music there as well. I studied a 
classical instrument at school, cello, all through 
primary school and high school. I started playing 
guitar and playing in bands when I was at uni. 
That’s where Mole House formed, at university. 


You started studying classical, but were 
obviously derailed a bit into this weird 
netherworld of independent, strange, DIY 
music. Did you have gateway records that 
kind of led you there? 


There wasn’t really a record, nor listening to 
music. I made some friends in Melbourne who 
were going out to see bands, and I started tagging 
along with them. I just thought the people getting 
up on stage and playing with the most exciting, 
inspiring people I’d ever seen. I just wanted to 
keep going to gigs, and meeting these people. I 
thought at that time that I was “too old”, and that 
it was “too late” for me to start. 


Because you were 19 years old, right. 


No, I was in my twenties. I think when I was 
younger I thought that things happen by a 
certain age. I didn’t know how to play guitar. 
I think what changed that and made me start 
shifting into “maybe I can start messing 
around with some of this stuff’ was meeting 
Michael Zulicki, who runs the label Albert’s 
Basement, and played in the band Mad Nanna. 
That was one of the first bands I started seeing 
quite frequently in Melbourne. He wrote 
songs, he had lyrics, but he never had 
rehearsals. His band members would just get 
up on stage and improvise the songs. They’d 
learn them as they’d gig around and stuff, but 
there was a real loose, DIY, improvised 
quality which I was like, “Oh....that’s 
amazing”. 


That’s pretty open-minded for you to fall 
for that first, instead of “Oh, I had all these 
Bowie records” or something. 


Yeah - I did listen to a lot of music growing up, 
I listened to Bowie and a lot of other bands. I'd 
gone to art schools, and I think when I started 
to see musicians play, even I didn’t really 
know if I liked what they were doing or not, I 
was still really impressed by people that were 
doing more weird or experimental things. 


So then in Mole House, you played this 
skeletal, raw, DIY-ish art/folk - at least on 
the records I’ve heard - and then some tape- 
speed manipulations, where things are 
obviously and deliberately messed up at the 
beginnings and endings of songs. How 
deliberate was that sound, how much of it 
was yours, and how much of it was a 
function of what you liked or how you 
recorded? 


Well, the other two people in the band were 
Michael Zulicki and Pat Breen. Pat had been in 
another band for a while called White Woods 
- they hada cassette come out on Night People, 
but they’d obviously recorded their projects 
before being in bands longer, so they kind of 
took the reigns with that stuff. Michael and I 
started Mole House together, and he was a big 
fan of Pat’s. 


So Michael already kind of brought that 
aesthetic from Mad Nanna, and you added 
where you’d come from. 


The first show I ever played was a Mad Nanna 
show. None of the other members were available, 
and Mickey had given me some of his songs - lyrics 
and chords and stuff - because I was learning how to 
play the guitar, and I’d send them back to him as 
these phone/voice memo recordings. 


He was playing a show at a record shop called 
Sunshine & Grease, a really cool record shop back 
in the day. They were doing an in-store with some 
New Zealand bands, and I just like......it was so 
scary. After that we were like, I’m not going to be 
in Mad Nanna, but let’s just do something, a 
separate project. 


How was the band received in Melbourne? Did 
you have contemporaries besides people in that 
very insular scene? Did people care outside of 
the Albert’s Basement crew? 


Not really, no. It was pretty small. The same people 
would come to each show. I know it’s written up in 


Mole House 


So you already had that taste formed, it was just 
because of the people you were playing with and 
their aesthetic toward a more DIY profile. 


Yeah. When I was making music in Tarcar, I started 


listening to the Blackest Ever Black radio shows. 
I didn’t really search out a lot ofnew music at the 
time, I was just content with like a few albums 
that I thought were great, and I listened to those 
over and over again. Listening to those radio 
shows, and hearing things like the Karen Marks 
single, Anna Domino “Everyday, I Don’t” - 
those songs that came on, I was like “Oh wow, I 
love that stuff so much”. Without me really 
knowing it, it made me move off in the direction 
where I could make solo recordings. 


I think the combination of you making the 
music, doing things at Low Company 
(Records) and doing your own radio show on 
NTS, I can kind of get a sense of your taste, 
and it’s informing a lot of my own. So then did 
you move to Berlin directly from Melbourne, 
and if so, why? 

I planned it for like a year and saved up money, 
tried to learn to speak German - I can’t - but when 
I moved to Germany, the relationship with 
Blackest Ever Black was already in place a little 
bit, the Tarcar EP had come out in 2014, and F 
Ingers was going to come out that year. I was 
working on my solo album, had written some of 
the stuff & started recording it. 


Was it because Berlin was a creative hub, 
where you could be free...I mean, I’m not sure 
if the legend lives up to reality. Was it that, or 
just that you thought it was a cool city? 


Australia is so far away from everywhere. From 
Melbourne, it takes you 24 hours to get to 
Europe. I think me and Tarquin (Manek), who 
was in Tarcar, we were like, if anything going to 
happen with the music...we can’t get any further 
in Melbourne that where we’ve got to, being a 
part of the local scene. We just wanted to go to 
Europe and see what would happen, not 
expecting anything. Kiran at Blackest Ever 
Black was living in Berlin. It’s quite cheap, still 
easy to get visas - that’s why. 


So who is Tarquin Manek? 


Tarquin was my ex-boyfriend. We were together 
about 4 years, and we were in Tarcar and F Ingers 
together. He co-produced the first record with 
me (You Know What It’s Like). 


What’s he up to now? 
He’s in Australia; he released a single on 


Blackest Ever Black last year, and I think he’s 
working on new music. 


So do you collaborate with people in different 
cities or countries, or have you ever needed 
to? 


Ihaven’t done it, but I miss collaborating. I guess 
what I do now with Mark (Smith) is kind of 
collaborating. He lives in Berlin. We don’t get to 
rehearse, he just comes out here. 


Is it a matter of sending tapes back and forth, 
or “this is my idea for the song, go learn it”? 


Yes, that’s what happens with him. I write all the 
songs and then I send it to him, “this is what’s 
happening”. I don’t tell him what to do - he just 
improvises during the live shows. 


That was kind of the feel I got when I saw you 
live. It was clearly “not the record” and 
perhaps a little bit of improvisation going on. 


I feel that though /’m not the one doing that when 
I play, it holds true to the spirit of the records or 
the recordings that I make, because I’m 
definitely improvising on those. I’m really 
happy that he’s able to come along and do that - 
he’s a very sensitive musician. 


How much does dub music, in general, inform 
your music? 


I wish I knew more about dub music than I do. I 
feel like it’s one of those genres I don’t know 
how to penetrate, really. I have a few tracks on 
my playlist that I go back to over and over again; 
I really like the Flying Lizards’ dub record (The 
Secret Dub Life of the Flying Lizards); there are 
lots of cool bands that have dub elements that I 
really like, but dub music I feel like I’m behind 
in. 


Even mentioning the Flying Lizards’ records 
makes me a little self-conscious, like I’m 
mentioning only the white people’s version. As 
far as informing what I do - well, I like bass 
guitar; I like delay - I like my delay pedal a /ot. 


You’re also clearly a fan of underground New 
Zealand sounds from the 80s & 90s. Who are 
some of the artists who inform what you do? 


Well, the Kiwi Animal was one of the bands I 
learned about from Mickey as well, so I was 
listening to them when I was in Mole House. 
Naked Spots Dance - I may have learned that 
from your show, I think...? 


When I was listening to F Ingers the other day, 
I heard a guitar part that sounded like your 
homage to Roy Montgomery. Was that 
deliberate? 


I don’t think so; I think I have one Roy 
Montgomery song on a playlist, but I’m not too 
familiar with him. The production on F Ingers, I 
had nothing to do with that, that’s all Sam 
Karmel, who’s the other member with me and 
Tarquin. He set all of the recording, and did the 
post-production stuff as well. He gets all the 
credit for that. 


How do you go about recording F Ingers 
records, and what changed from that very 
first tape in 2013, to your second album from 
what, a little over a year ago? 


That was the third one. There was a band in 
Melbourne with Sam and Trev and Tarquin, and 
they were called Bum Creek. They used to 
rehearse all the time, every week. One time Trev 
couldn’t make it, and I went instead; it was just 
the three of us, and we went for a couple of hours 
- sat down and recorded, just did like improvised 
recordings. We didn’t speak about it at all 
beforehand, we just sat down and started, and 
what we ended up seeming to do was just like, in 
one take try and improvise, like, a pop song - but 
they were very weird and disjointed. So that was 
that first tape that ended up on Night People 
Broken Fingers). 


I kept wanting to do stuff after that, but it took 
another year for us to have another recording 
session. We lived, like, 100 meters down the road 
from each other as well. 


So that’s not Berlin music, then? I assumed it 
was. 


No, there are a couple of tracks on the final, third, 
record that were recorded in Berlin. The first two 
records were made in Melbourne, and they were 
single takes, couple of hours. Mostly the way 
they were recorded, they were very difficult to 
edit, they were recorded in individual parts, so it 
was basically what happened in the room. 


From that first tape to the last record, though, 
there was a pretty high rate of change. At least 
I think so. 


I think Sam just set up some different equipment, 
and did more post-production. 


So it was your solo record You Know What It’s 
Like in 2016 that was my introduction to your 
music. I actually had to go backwards to find 
all of the other stuff you’d been doing. I really 
fell for the dark, sort of free-flowing mix of 
vocals and instrumentals on it. What did you 
set out to accomplish with it, and is it the 
record that established you as someone now 
able to tour, play festivals, etc.? 
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_ The one thing I said to myself was that I 
| really didn’t know what I was doing, so I 
have to keep it minimal and simple. I think 
"songs, good songs, are simple a lot of the 
_ time as well. You have a couple of good 
_ elements.....] hate overplaying, and over- 
| produced stuff. 


When I met you in San Francisco earlier 
this year, you mentioned that your US 
tour had some unusual gigs, or 
moments of frustration. I'd be 
interested to hear what it was like to 
tour the US in full, and your reception 
there vs. your reception in Europe, 
which I imagine is a little different. 


Before we left, everyone was like, “it’s 
really hard in the States”. In Europe, when 
you go play a show, it’s standard for the 
promoters to pick you up, drive you 
around, to organize your accommodation, 
to organize your meals - so a lot of the 
stress of going to another country and 
Yep. I had a couple of songs left over from Mole House, playing a show is taken out of it, but that’s 
because everyone was busy with other stuff. I thought notreally how it works in the US. So it was 
that “Fast Moving Cars” and “What You Gonna Do on us to arrange our accommodation and 
Now” - I thought, I really like these songs, I think they’re transport and whatever else. We did 19 
good songs, and they deserve to be properly recorded. I shows in 20 days or something, coast to 
was like, “who’s going to record them forme, howl am_ coast -so much driving. It was exhausting. 
going to do this” - I didn’t know how to use Ableton or 

anything. At some point I just got sick of waiting for We did a stupid drive where we landed in 
someone to help me do it, and so I watched a couple of Seattle, and then drove all the way down to 
Ableton tutorials and set it up - and just basically pressed San Diego, then drove back up again. You 
“record” and “stop”. saw us at almost the halfway point. It is 


. incredible to look back on, but at the time 
Even if there’s fade ups and fade downs and stuff, that’s all three of us were just, like, surviving. 


all me doing it on the amp. I didn’t know how it worked, 

and I didn’t even figure out how to do BPM, so even §o what was the reception like? 
though I’d make drum beats, I wouldn’t look at what the 

BPM was and match that to Ableton, so when itcame to Really good, mostly. Predictably, the 
editing, they were all like at 100 or 120 bpm, whatever biggest cities are always the ones where 
Ableton’s naturally set to. It was just a nightmare, you feel like there’s the most people there 
having to edit anything out. who’ ve been listening to you. 


Once you played it back, did it sound the way you Where do you like playing the most in 
wanted it to, or did you have to do a lot of post? Europe, and do you ever get a chance to 
play back in Australia? 
It immediately sounded like something I was excited 
about. I think if I heard it now, I’d be like, “it sounds I don’t, really. Promoters in Australia are 
shit”, but back then I think it was because it was my first not going to pay for me to fly out - because 
go at recording, and I used the laptop microphone to I’m Australian, I think. I’mnotsure of this, 
record it, in my room. Just did a lot of it really quickly. but this is what I think. Why should they, 
I think I was just so happy to have found a way of if I’m traveling back there, or whatever. 
recording myself, and writing songs, and doing all the I’ve got a bandmate, and I don’t take my 
parts myself. I’d never done that before, and found it equipment with me when I’m going back 
very exciting. there, so...they’ll offer me a fee, but it 
won’t cover my airfare. I totally get it. It’s 


a huge airfare. In Europe, it’s not about a 
particular country, it’s all about who’s the 
promoter, where the venue is, what day you’re 
playing, all that stuff. 


I’m really interested when I talk to musicians 
now, because when I was the most involved in 
going to see live music was the late 80s/early 
90s, when I was super young. Touring seemed 
like something bands did because it would be 
fun to do, and putting records out was really 
the thing. 45s came out in editions of 2,000 or 
more, for instance. What’s the calculus now, 
when you’re trying to support yourself as a 
musician? Is it more about touring, or 
recording and getting records out there? 


It’s a difficult balance, I think, because if you 
don’t have new music, there’s no touring. A lot of 
festivals and stuff want to know that you’ve got 
new music coming out, in order to promote their 
shows. I wouldn’t be able to support myself with 
just recording - I can’t just stay home. 


Tell me a little bit about the covers you chose 
for your recent Top of The Pops cassette: the 
Kiwi Animal, LiLiPUT, The Fates, Lana del 
Rey etc. What drove you to choose those 
particular six songs? 


A couple of years ago Kiran from Blackest Ever 
Black said he was going to do a compilation LP, 
and he asked if I’d do a track for it. It was just 
before my album was coming out, and he said I 
know you don’t have any new material, but 


maybe you could record a cover or something. 
For some reason I just thought immediately of 
The Kiwi Animal, “Blue Morning”, and thought 
it would be great to cover because it’s just guitar 
and vocals. I thought I could do something 
interesting with it; make percussion in some 
parts. I recorded that really quickly. 


You did the male vocal part, too. 


Yeah! That song’s quite old; I’ve been playing it 
live for quite a while now. Before I went on the 
US tour, I thought it would be really cool to have 
a tour cassette, and I just decided that maybe I 
would try and record some covers, because then 
I didn’t have to write lyrics. I’d have a structure 
to do it all quite quickly. I really just looked 
through my iTunes library and tried to find some 
songs...! 


There’s a unifying theme of all female vocals 
for all of the songs. 


Yeah. I think I was trying to find stories in the 
songs that I could relate to. But it would be 
interesting to do more male vocals. 


I know you spent a stint working at Low 
Company Records here in London. What 
brought you there and how do you know the 
founders? 


Kiran, who started Blackest Ever Black, decided 
to open arecord store. My partner Sanjay decided 
to move to London to run the shop, and I moved 


with him. Just before they opened, he had 
someone he was intending to employ pull out, 
and asked me if I wanted to work there part-time. 
It was just as I’d moved to London, and I was 
really keen to work in a record store and see what 
that was like. I never imagine I would, but it was 
a great way to meet new people and settle into a 
new country. 


Yeah, and there’s an aesthetic that that store 
has that only they have, and the only other 
manifestation of it that I’ve seen is your 
monthly radio show on NTS. How does that 
show work - do you haul over your own stuff; 
is it digital assembly...? 

It’s mostly digital. Some of the records that I love 
the most, they’1l come through Low Company, 
so I’ve compiled a very small record collection. 
Fora long time, even when I was making my first 
record, I wasn’t looking at that many other artists. 
There were a few where I| thought, this is 
amazing; I'll listen to this over and over again. 
When I moved to Berlin and put out my album, I 
got offered a show on Berlin Community Radio. 
That first show that I did I got really panicked - I 
was like, “An hour of music?? How am I going to 
come up with an hour of music?”. Then when I 
started doing it, I fell into the groove of that thrill 
you get when you discover some amazing music 
that you haven’t heard a million times, and 
you're like, “Why haven’t I heard this before?” 


When you did the Berlin Community Radio 
thing, was it a show where you did back- 
announcing, where you’d actually talk? 


No. No, no, no, no. (laughs). lam not a confident 
public speaker. At NTS they’re sometimes like, 
“Well, are you going to talk, or....?”. [can get up 
on stage and sing in front of people and I’m 
totally fine, totally calm - but get me up on stage 
and have me talk, and I’m shaking - I find it so 
nerve-wracking. 


So what are you working on next? 


I’m working on a new album. I’ve got four songs 
that I really like, and a whole bunch of demos. 


Are you still using the same process you used 
on the first album? 


Not quite. I have a sound card now, so it’s not 
recorded via a Mac and a microphone anymore. 
I just found that method was too difficult to 
control; it was so chancey, if I was able to get a 
sound that I was able to use. I just try to stay really 
minimal with the equipment that I use, so I’mstill 


using the same kind of amps, the same kind of 
bass and guitar and so on. 


Anything else you think we need to know 
about Carla dal Forno? 


Nope! Thank you, that was easy. 
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BLUE CHEMISE Daughters of Time LP 
Fragile, enrapturing microscopic musical tone 
poems from an Australian named Mark Gomes, 
who composes these little 90-120-second 
minimalistic marvels on a synth, direct to a 
dictaphone. This excellent 2nd album doesn’t 
have the dark foreboding of his first, Influence 
on Dusk, and | like Blue Chemise even better 
when the sounds are this bright and fleeting. 
Each song has a woman’s name, and some are 
more finely shaped & rounded than others 
(“Odette”, “June” and “Marcy” are the ones that 
most catch my ear). Gomes clearly “composes” 
and arranges these small bursts with a maximum 
of effort, while simultaneously making them 
sound like claustrophobic, DIY bedroom 
experiments. Really unique and special music 
that’s many steps away from any free-range 
minimal synth precedents and peers. (Students 
of Decay; studentsofdecay.com) 


CHRIS CORSANO & BILL ORCUTT - 
Brace Up! LP 

Bill Orcutt comes from a punk background, and 
Chris Corsano certainly drums like he does. I 
used to have a good laff in the 90s when Orcutt’s 
Harry Pussy would call a song “I Fought The 
Police”, or when they’d literally sound like a 
pogo-stick version of Negative Approach 
playing music’s equivalent of Esperanto. 
Likewise the cover on this new LP here; some rad 
stagediving punk is launched well above the 
crowd, ready to either smack the ceiling or lose 
his teeth on the concrete in the next five seconds. 
Funny! 


Got to see these two play live earlier in the year, 
and it was a real “life highlight”. Short, crazed 
instrumentals on electric guitar and whirlwind 
drums, with occasional forays into a weird sort of 
blues-crawl that oozed noise & static. That’s this 
record, pretty much, and it’s a real blast. It was 
recorded in Belgium in March 2018, so I guess I 
saw them play this stuff about six weeks 
beforehand. On the improvisation scale, where | 
is fully rehearsed and 10 is completely free, it 
feels like about a 5 or a 6 - but honestly, I truly 
have no idea. At times they’ re frantically moving 
in unison and at times they’re on different 
planets, and yet everything feels all as a piece of 
one conceptual whole, even when it’s set to panic 
button red alert. Really seems to me that Corsano 


helps everyone he plays with sound their tip-top 
best, and this fine record is no exception. 
(Palilalia; palilalia.com) 


PERE UBU Final Solution/Cloud 149 45 

I felt it important that I own this single, whatever 
the vintage. Alas, the original from 1976 changes 
hands for about $550 these days, and that’s to be 
expected. It’s one of mankind’s finest 
achievements, and so with Fire Records putting 
out a repress with a reproduction sleeve, we’re all 
now able to pretend we bought it in ‘76 at a 
Cleveland head shop. These avant-garage 
experimenters wrote an honest-to-god teenage 
frustration song for their second 45, and came up 
with an absolute classic. "Final Solution" has 
Dave Taylor's analog synth warble underpinning 
its density, as well as Peter Laughner's edgy, 
static-electric guitar, yet was much quicker to the 
punch than the tracks on the band’s first single 
(Heart of Darkness / 30 Seconds Over Tokyo) 
and brought a much more anthemic feel. 


"Cloud 149" was the jumping-off point for the 
swirling, spooky vibe Pere Ubu mined to such 
great effect on the subsequent LP The Modern 
Dance, with a childlike, merry-go-round feel to 
the song that was confoundingly pleasurable. 
I’ve already asked the wife to bury me with this 
one. (Fire; firerecords.com) 
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15 LA PUNK COMPS THAT MADE 
A MAN OF ME 


It used to be when one was young, broke & intensely 
focused on learning about a particular punk- 
affiliated “scene”, a thinking punk’s best dollar-for- 
dollar bet was quite often the LP-length compilation 
album. In Los Angeles in the late 1970s and early 
1980s, the punk comp absolutely reigned supreme. 
“Scene comps” were laid flat in subsequent years by 
a number of forces, both macroeconomic and 
otherwise: a dwindling number of humans who saw 
fit to start up new bands in their garages; the 
post-1984 dearth of interesting new micro-genres to 
document (it’s true); and the fragmentation of tastes 
into far fewer badge-of-honor “us against the 
mainstream” statements of purpose from fully 
committed punk purists or scenes (thus making 
cohesive compilation curation all the more 
challenging). 


My eternal shame was that I arrived in Southern 
California in 1985, just after all the amazing shit 
had already gone down. | never saw The Flesh 
Eaters, Black Flag, the Karl Precoda-era Dream 
Syndicate, the Gun Club, The Minutemen, Tracy/ 
Janet-era Red Cross nor Saccharine Trust. Not even 
Circle One. I did see The Weirdos, Circle Jerks, X, 
the Angry Samoans, UXA, Bad Religion and 
anyone decent who survived 1984/85 with even a 
scintilla of integrity, which included neither the 
aforementioned nor anyone else, really. 


I massively glommed onto the many phenomenal 
1978-83 LA punk compilations, which were often 
still festering in the bins at bargain-basement prices. 
As I wound back to the very recent past in my many 
trips to Rhino, Zed and Aron’s Records w/ caravans 
of like-minded, record-obsessed pals, I bought 
pretty much all of the good ones and many of the 
horrific ones. Here are 15 of the relatively good 
ones. 


“Me Want Breakfast: The Dangerhouse 
Collection” 
= , Utterly life-changing 1986 
| bootleg that dumped most of 
the great OOP late 70s 
Dangerhouse Records in 
one place. The only way I 
was ever going to hear these 
| back then was by requesting 
a Bags ora Weirdos ora Dils 
oran Eyes 45 to be pulled off 


of the wall at Bleecker Bobs’ and plopped on 
the in-store turntable (never happening), or by 
hearing “Tim and the Gang” spin some on the 
Maximum RocknRoll radio programme - 
which is precisely what happened summer of 
“86, when they played “Survive” by The Bags, 
my jaw hit the floor, and my wallet 
immediately levitated into my hand. The next 
day I’d found one at Streetlight Records in San 
Jose, and it instantly became my "favorite 
record of all time”. 


It sounds kinda Victorian now - but do you 
remember when people would get really, 
really bent out of shape about bootlegs? Like 
Steve Tumer  snapping-his-own-band- 
Mudhoney’s-bootleg-records-in-half-in-a- 
record-store mad. Like bands-calling-up- 
known-bootleggers-like-Long-Gone-John- 
of-Sympathy-and-threatening-kneecapping 
mad. Those stories were always good for a 
laugh. Anyway, this was my first sustained 
exposure to what I still believe to be the 


greatest label, era and location for punk rock music, 
and it fortified me something fierce. It also led to 
Frontier Records’ two volumes of Dangerhouse 
material being released legitimately a few years 
later, and naturally I bought those as well, and I hope 
you did too. 


"Yes L.A." 
Now that I was officially a 
Sole ref Dangerhouse fiend, I needed 
ae ae to find a way to get my hands 


on more of it. Me Want 
Breakfast didn’t have all of 
the tracks on the infamous 
1979 one-sided picture disc 
compilation Yes L.A. (the 
retort to “No New York”), so 
that’s the one I wanted - plus it had “No God” by The 
Germs, and I thought that song was just insanely 
great. I don’t remember how we found each other, 
but some guy who knew some people at Streetlight 
Records was willing to meet me in the parking lot 
one afternoon later that summer, while I was home 
from college, and sell it to me for $20. Even in 1986, 
that was a steal. He then somehow realized the error 
of his ways; found my parents’ phone number later 
that day, and called to berate me at my familial home 
for taking advantage of him with my superior black 
market punk rock compilation knowledge. 
(Surprisingly, this record “only” goes for $85 on 
Discogs today - but then again, these songs have 
been released dozens of times over, and can be found 
on Soulseek within seconds). 


There are only six tracks on this comp, yet save for 
Black Randy’s mediocre contribution, they’re all 
total paint-peelers. It marked the debut of X’s song 
“Los Angeles”; it introduced the world to the Bags’ 
“We Don’t Need The English”, and it gave us “No 
God”, which still makes me want to stagedive and 
get in drunken fistfights. 


“What Is It.” I bought this in the 

: E mid-1980s because the 
scorching A-side of the 
| magnificent first Dils 45, I 
Hate The Rich/You’re Not 
Blank, wasn’t available 
anywhere else outside of 
the tough-to-afford original 
1977 single. That’s really 
what this 1982 compilation 
was - achance for What? Records, Chris Ashford’s 
pioneering LA punk label, to get a bunch of their 
hard-to-procure productions into the hands of the 
people, and to document the early blooms of Los 


Angeles punk rock that Ashford was essential 
in documenting only a few years earlier. Top 
to bottom, it’s a stone classic. It has LA’s first 
punk single, The Germs’ “Forming”, as well 
as a blistering, up-tempo version of the same 
song called “Forming #2” that appears to have 
been recorded once the band actually 
practiced a few more times, and had 
transmogrified into the juggernaut that 
recorded their second single Lexicon Devil. 


The outliers are pretty special as well. What? 
put out a sampler 45 in 1978 featuring The 
Eyes, Skulls and Controllers that I’m not sure 
I’ve ever seen in anyone’s collection, and I’ve 
carefully perused many an LA punker’s 
crown jewels. It had no picture sleeve, and all 
three tracks made it to this collection. There’s 
also Kaos’ stomping, high-fidelity earbleed 
“Top Secret”. The band featured Amy 
Wichman, a woman whom I used to see play 
in the late 80s in Jeff Dahl’s band & who was 
a major would-be pretend romantic target for 
my cousin at the time. Alas, no 
“Alcoholiday”, but that was thankfully later 
comped on an early Killed By Death LP. 
Second Controllers single made it on here as 
well. I’ve read enough back issues of Bomp! 
and Slash to know how important What? 
Records was to the scene at the time it was all 
going down, and it’s this collection that tells 
us why and how. 

“Tooth and Nail” Found for $3.99 
brand new in a 


Rhino Records 
TORT bin in LA, 1989. I 
N All. almost certainly 


wept openly. The 
rumor we heard at 
the time was that 
Chris D. had a 
bunch of Upsetter 
overstock of this + 
No Questions 
Asked and that he’d recently carried them 
down to Rhino for beer money. Even today 
this 1979 classic is severely undervalued by 
the punk cognoscenti, likely because it’s 
never been reissued. As Chris explained in our 
interview w/ him in Dynamite Hemorrhage 
#1, it was a convenient means for him to put 
material from his own band (The Flesh Eaters) 
on wax, and to document fellow travelers who 
hadn’t also been snapped up by Dangerhouse; 
all but one (Negative Trend) of whom were 
also from LA. 


CONTROLLERS 


FLESH EATERS 
ats! UX.A. 
Sie NEGATIVE TREND 

MIDDLE CLASS 

GERMS(GI) 


Fidelity-wise, it doesn’t really have the hair-on-fire 
scorch of the Dangerhouse 45s, but is does feature 
outstanding material from The Germs, the Middle 
Class, UXA (their two best songs, hands down), The 
Controllers and the aforementioned Negative Trend 
and Flesh Eaters. One could imagine it as six 45s, 
comped together, since each band gets 2-3 songs. If 
we do that (and why shouldn't we?), it’s The Flesh 
Eaters who rule the hardest, with “The Word Goes 
Flesh”, “Pony Dress” and the mumbledymouth 
“Version Nation” slashing their way into bug-eyed, 
fire-breathing and even poetic punk rock lore. The 
Germs stuff here was better rendered on (GZ); The 
Controllers tracks are superb California mid-tempo 
raunch; and Negative Trend - well, [really don’t like 
them all that much. And that’s okay, because I’m 
pretty sure they’re not going to kick my ass behind 
the Mab. 


“Keats Rides a Harley” 


(I wrote about _ this 


KEATS compilation in Dynamite 
ade Hemorrhage #4, so let’s 
HARLEY “\ just reprint an edited 


version of that here.) 


The first time I ever 
Z listened to the Maximum 
Rocknroll radio show on 


Flesh Eaters 


KPFA-Berkeley must have been 
approximately September 1981, because Tim 
& the Gang were all abuzz about a brand new 
comp of LA punk & weirdo bands called Keats 
Rides a Harley. \t was very funny to me, that 
year I turned 14, to learn that there really 
existed a band called "The Meat Puppets". I 
will never forget hearing the band's "H- 
Elenore" that very day, and have it form in my 
head as the most extreme, chaotic & wild bit of 
nihilism I'd heard to date. 


A few years later [had my own copy of "Keats" 
- my first Happy Squid record! - and it always 
stood well apart from the rest of the LA punk 
comps I then hoarded as something extremely 
unique, insular and somewhat hard to 
pigeonhole. Only a couple tracks qualified as 
rough-and-ready punk rock, and of those | or 
2 that did, just barely. Keats had some of the 
best mastering of all time, so every song 
exploded off the grooves & gave some of these 
young bands their best tracks ever. I've always 
been partial to the Leaving Trains’ keyboard- 
infused "Virginia City" as the best thing they 
ever did. Ditto for the Gun Club’s early 
version of "Devil In The Woods" -- very raw, 
echoey and intense, miles better than the 


version that ended up on their 2nd record. There’s 
also the nearly always-great 100 Flowers, who 
not only underwrote this comp but virtually the 
whole bastard scene surrounding it, contributing 
"Salmonella". 


The comp, like the earlier “Happy Squid 
Sampler’ EP, is laden with joyful 
experimentation from the scene that formed in 
the small clubs and cramped garages around Los 
Angeles. The sound tweakers Human Hands and 
jazzed-up Tunneltones will be quite out of place 
for those who come to slam, but the definition of 
"punk" was a lot more broad than us 
whippersnappers today would have it. I'll bet 
many were called "Devo" in their time for 
wearing a black shirt or funny glasses. It’s all a 
fantastic glimpse of 1981 LA bands 


independently operating far below the radar of |). 


those who themselves operated below the radar. 


“Life is Ugly So Why Not Kill Yourself?” 


The first ofa trilogy 
of weird DIY punk 
LPs on New 
Underground 
Records, 
commonly called 
the “Life Is...” 
records. I was 
certain back when I 
bought these that 


Mike Watt of The 
Minutemen had put them out, and that New 


Underground = New Alliance, Watt’s real label 
from the same time. Turns out it was Gary Kail 
and Danny Phillips’ label, fellas who were in a 
few of the smaller bands on the comps, such as 
Antiand Mood of Defiance. This one from 1982, 
the first, is by far the grandest of the three. It roars 
into life with Red Cross’ 36-second “Rich Brat”, 
the teenagers’ fastest and most ‘core song they 
ever did, yet one that’s still playful and 
moderately humourous. This is followed by an 
equally short and nearly as good Descendents 
track. Phenomenal start, and we’re not even 90 
seconds in yet. 


Life Is Ugly... quickly drops precipitously from 
there with a quintet of also-rans (Anti, Ill Will, 
China White and other bands I can promise you 
right now that you wouldn’t like) before 
ascending with two of the finest Minutemen 
tracks ever waxed, “Shit You Hear at Parties” 
and “Maternal Rite”. That band’s throwaways 
and scraps, the ones saved for lo-fi comps like 
this, are absolute art-punk caviar that are only 
demeaned and cheapened by proximity to China 


White, but what are you going to do, right? Then 
those are followed by spastic 100 Flowers and 
Urinals tracks! Don’t forget Saccharine Trust’s 
early sneering pounder “Disillusion Fool” and 
the horn-led rave-up “Payday” by The Plebs 
(featuring Martin Tamburovich, who was in The 
Minutemen as their original vocalist when they 
were called The Reactionaries; here he plays sax 
and shouts a bunch). All this genius comes in at 
the end and mitigates the ugly middle in spades, 
making this a compilation I’d love to have in the 
collection again had I not unloaded it in The Great 
1998-2001 eBay Purge. 


“Life is Beautiful So Why Not Eat Health 
Foods?” 
NNT Es 


fii FS gs \2 
Ba ae, . 
fl : ( (NE a 


Features a terrifying 
Raymond Pettibon 
drawing of a horrific 
hippie getting ready 
to drop acid and 
creepy-crawl the 
hills. 


ROTHER 
ae WEN, 


“ poorly-recorded 
generic HC and/or art-wank duds, yet it does stand 
out for having given life to the missing fourth Bags 
song (!!), “We Will Bury You” - a 1978 blitzoid 
roar of anger and pent-up, kick-out-the-jams punk 
bile that easily makes the LA Punk All-Time Top 
25 (along with the band’s other three studio 
tracks). It’s also got a pleasant Minutemen 
instrumental; some live Germs stuff; a creepy 
Vox Pop cover of “Paint it Black”, and the debut 
of Jeff Dahl’s bombastic Power Trip, a punk/ 
metal hybrid of sorts before we'd ever really 
thought such a thing could be possible. Then there 
are tracks by those fourth-tier LA punk acts that 
always seemed to bum my trip and open for the 
bands we loved, even after punk petered out - 
Shattered Faith being a particular egregious 
example, along with China White and M.LA.. 
You’ ll come for The Bags, and maybe you’ Il stick 
around for the rest. 


“Life Is Boring So Why Not Steal This 
Record?” 


Definitely the easiest 
record of the bunch of 
listen to, because it gets 
the really good stuff over 
& done with after only 3 
songs. Two are by The 
Germs (both live), and 
one is by The Minutemen 
(“Base King”, another 


1:11 gem). You might stick around for the fourth 
track, seeing as it’s by Red Cross and all (by this 
point “Redd Kross”), except for it happens to be a 
cover of Blue Cheer’s “Out of Focus” with gargling 
vocals by Dez Cadena, predating his (lame) band 
D.C. 3 by a couple of years. And it’s horrible. 
Perhaps you’ ll go further than I, and drop the needle 
on Sin 34’s track once or twice. Yet it is clear to this 
self-professed punk pundit that the Life Is... concept 
had already burned itself out by the end of 1983, and 
it appears that the compilation series’ creators felt 
similarly. 


“Cracks in the Sidewalk” 
cracksinthe sidewalk 


I cherish the three- 
song A-side of this 
45rpm_twelve-inch 
compilation as I 
cherish little else 
besides my hearth 
and health. In 4.5 
minutes, all on 
wide-grooved vinyl 
(so. it sounds 

y exceptionally hot 
and loud), you get The Minutemen doing “9:30 May 
2”, Black Flag absolutely scorching the floor with 
“Clocked In” (Dez on vocals!), and Saccharine 
Trust’s best-ever mystical ripper “Hearts and 
Barbarians”. Does it even need a B-side? Only if 
your name was George Hurley, Spot or Martin 


Tamburovich, who weigh in with brief art 
bloops under pseudonymous names - or if you 
were one of their doting mothers. The rest ofus 
can do as I’ve done for years, and play that 
world-beating A-side over and over again. 
Everything here was recorded at Spot’s Media 
Art Studio in Hermosa Beach, July-November 
1980. Punk, contrary to some "scene reports" 
at the time, was most certainly not dead. 


“Chunks” 
f—coomes) A year after 
| Cracks in the 
Sidewalk, New 


Alliance Records 
surmised that this 
formula had legs, 
and crammed 
together five 
outstanding short 
punkers on the A- 
side (well, four if 
you’re not fond of the croaking Black Flag 
dirge “Machine”, as many are not). They’re by 
The Descendents, Cheifs, Minutemen, ‘Flag 
and The Stains respectively. And no, “The 
Cheifs” did not know how to correctly spell 
their own name, and suffered from their 
ignorance over an entire three-year career. On 
the flip, there are more arty Minutemen- 
associated one-timer spin-offs, along with a 


ON VOKFOP 


Saccharine Trust 


great Vox Pop track that sounds exactly like 45 
Grave (the bands shared multiple members), a 
downer holiday song w/ creeped-out spoken word 
from Saccharine Trust, and the genius debut of The 
Nig-Heist doing their theme song, an absolute 
nihilist shit-fi masterpiece. All in all, Chunks was 
one of those comps that showed the world that Los 
Angeles was the capital of the sub-underground 
musical universe in 1981. 


“Hell Comes To Your House, Volume 1” 


My Aunt Adele once 
perused my cousin 
Doug’s _ well-hidden 
teenage punk rock 
collection and, upon 
confronting him, told 
him “J looked through 
some of your records, 
and one of them just 
made me want to throw 
up”. He’s still sure to 
this day this it was this record, which has some 
ridiculous photos of 45 Grave members in makeup, 
dripping blood and acting spooky. This was quite a 
popular comp back in 1981, featuring as it did Social 
Distortion, 45 Grave, Red Cross and Christian 
Death. Some are gothic/punk hybrids, yet others, 
like Red Cross, do New York Dolls covers. Or 
they’re 100 Flowers (!), doing an original only 
available here, or are Rhino 39, teen punks from the 
Dangerhouse era, back in the 20s with an excellent 
splattery mess of a track called “Marry It”. The 


45 Grave 


follow-up comp to this was focused on the 
thankfully short-lived “cowpunk” craze, and it 
will be safely ignored in our inventory. 


“American Youth Report” 
Some will tell you 
that Dangerhouse 
stuff aside, 
American Youth 
Report is the best 
Los Angeles punk 
rock compilation 
of all time. Let’s 
AVF consider the 
ial ; arguments, both 
proandcon. On the 
pro side there is, in fact, much to be said. The 
Flesh Eaters’ savage re-do of “Pony Dress”, 
originally on the aforementioned Tooth and 
Nail, could easily tip the verdict by itself. 
Ditto “Notes and Chords Mean Nothing To 
Me” by Red Kross (aka Red Cross/Redd 
Kross). Both songs get assists from excellent 
numbers from Legal Weapon, Bad Religion, 
The Minutemen and Modern Warfare. On the 
con side, allow me to present to you: The 
Adolescents, T.S.O.L., Channel 3 and 
Shattered Faith, as well as even lesser lights 
such as M.I.A. and Lost Cause. If that mid- 
tempo Orange County dogshit does it for you, 
then hallelujah and good on ya. That said, I 
think you’ve got to have a slightly 


compromised BS detector, and a higher tolerance 
for “bad punk” than I do to make the argument that 
this is anything more than a “pretty all-right” scene 
comp with a small handful of knockout songs. This 
was Bomp’s foray into scene documentation, with 
great if semi-laughable “the kids are taking over” 
liner notes from Bruce “Sub Pop” Pavitt (!). 


“Public Service” Now we turn to the two 
Ez comps put out by 
; RF7’s Felix Alanis on 
his Smoke Seven label, 
an imprint that 
maintained a level of 
quality one grade 
above Mystic and one 
or two below New 


Alliance. First was 
1981’s Public Service, 
featuring a simply | 


awful pencil drawing of an assaulted woman, right 
off of some misanthrope’s Pee-Chee. Once again, 


it’s three Red Cross tracks leading the way; alas, all § 


three versions would come out on the following 
year’s Born Innocent on the same label. Bad 
Religion - they really were a searing/melodic beast 
back then - serve up another three winners. But for 
me, it’s not the RF7 stuff nor the tracks from 
Disability (which I honestly don’t even remember, 
aside from the top-drawer song title “Battling 
Against The Police”) that moves this compilation to 
greatness - it’s fuckin’ Circle One’s totally awesome 
“Destroy Exxon”. It’s got this blistering, circular 
juggernaut of a riff, and lyrics like “J don't want to 
fight for EXXON / I don't want to be puppet on a 
string / See the blood flowing like oil wells / While 
the rich man makes money off of me”. This is ripped- 
jean, muscle-flex bandanna hardcore of the highest 
order, and worth the price of admission in & ofitself. 


A year later Smoke 
Seven returned with a 
| new comp called 
Sudden Death. It 
equally 
_ tasteless cover (this 
) time: murder victims!), 
a worse _hit-to-miss 


“Sudden Death” 
eS 


ratio and a_ true 
| commitment to what 
_ was then clearly 


hardeore punk, In the recent We Got Power book 
there’s a photo of some generic-looking blonde 
SoCal HC band, with the honest caption “I don’t 
even know who these guys were”. Well, they might 
have been Sadist Faction, Crankshaft, Moral Decay, 
The Sins, The Demented or Dead Youth, all of 


whom get 2-3 songs on this comp. Thankfully, 
so do Red Cross/Redd Kross, and they truly 
make it count with two of the Steve/Jeff/ 
Tracy/Janet lineup’s best songs, “Tatum 
O’Tot and the Friend Vegetables” and “St. 
Lita Ford Blues”. Both are sloppy, spastic 
teenage catastrophes of the highest order. I 
also return often to the three Sin 34 tracks, 
especially “Nuclear War’, a song I first heard 
on Maximum RocknRoll back when this came 
out, and I was floored at the time that there was 
actually a great female-fronted hardcore band. 
leven developed a ‘lil crush on their scamp of 
a vocalist. R.L.P. Julie Lanfeld. 


“Rodney on the — Volume 2” 


Because I grew up in 
§ Northern California, 
I never got to hear 
Rodneg9y 
Bigenheimer’s 
KROQ radio show. 
Thousands of LA 
jocks and preppies 
turned into parent- 
terrifying punks 
during the years 1980-82, often thanks to the 
introduction of Black Flag, the Circle Jerks 
and all the rest of the crew on LA commercial 
airwaves. When | arrived at UC-Santa Barbara 
in 1985, I marvelled at how clued-in the kids 
there from Southern California were about 
music. Even the ones who were still jocks and 
preppies were relatively fluent in music that 
almost no one at my high school cared about; 
for instance, the most popular band in our 
dorm was X, and not AC/DC nor Led Zep. It 
was pretty much due to the ever-present, all- 
powerful KROQ and Rodney’s weekly show. 


However, I was skeptical of this guy 
Bigenheimer whom I’d barely heard of, 
because my introduction to him had been the 
Angry Samoans’ brutal takedown (today we 
might call it a “dis track”) of the man, “Get Off 
The Air”, the lyrics to which still bring a grin 
to my face and a very pleasing tear to my eye. 
At my wizened age of 16, I reckoned that 
Rodney was probably something of a 
“poseur”. So I never bought his three 
compilations, even though they were available 
everywhere, even at Tower Records. 


Later on, having listened to them at our college 
radio station, I was quite glad I hadn’t bought 
#1 or #3, but 1981’s Rodney on the Rog, 
Volume 2 stood out a bit for me. It really came 


down to Red Cross, Black Flag and The Minutemen (perhaps you’ve noticed something of a pattern 
here). The high-decibel version of Red Cross’ frantic “Burn Out” is actually only available here, on 
this comp. I also have a soft spot for Twisted Roots’ (featuring Paul and Kira Roessler) loopy 
“Snaked”, which is quite definitely not a “punk” song, and even Social Distortion’s doofus WWII 
singalong “1945”. Perhaps the least essential comp on this list, but I think it's worth hauling out for 


a spin once a decade. 


(end) 


TASHI DORJI & TYLER DAMON 

Soft Berm tape 

Improvisational and at times creeped-out 40- 
minute live set from 2017, recorded in 
Bloomington IL. I certainly can’t see him to 
check for sure, but Damon’s clearly got quite a 
percussive kit going here, with bells, cymbals, 
triangles (?) and much more, often attacked with 
much abandon but just as often with patience and 
restraint. Dorji also soars into let-it-rip guitar 
squall craziness in the last fourth of this set, after 
kind of quietly tiptoeing his way through the 
spaghetti-hash he makes of his strings in the first 
thirty minutes. These two are really able to 
effectively transcend the aural plane & take the 
listener to a darker and more disorienting place. 
While I think it was a little more effective on 
2018’s Leave No Trace: Live in St. Louis, this 
night in Bloomington’s still something I’d have 
very much enjoyed standing at rapt attention for. 
(Magnetic South; magneticsouth.bandcamp. 
com) 


LAKE MARY & TALK WEST Lake Mary & 
Talk West tape 

There’s some really phenomenal, deliberately 
contemplative interplay between this duo ofnew 
folk guitarists Lake Mary (Chaz Prymek) and 
Talk West (Dylan Golden Aycock) on their debut 
tape. It quite literally sounds like it was recorded 
one room down a hall, with a hired gopher 
perched in the hallway, hovering his fingers 
above the Rec/Play buttons. Lake and Talk have 
an EP’s worth of medium-length instrumentals 
full of subtle, ringing string bending and repeated 
motifs. “Lines upon lines intertwining”, as they 
say. It’s rustic and pastoral by & by, with some 
slide guitar on “Autumn Trestles, PA” and 
otherwise just these two modern maestros 
supposedly improvising at half speed, all the 
while sounding like a well-oiled if still creaking 
wayback machine. (Cabin Floor Esoterica; 
cabinflooresoterica.bandcamp.com) 


ELKHORN Elkhorn LP 

This duo are the modern masters of the long and 
winding psychedelic guitar facewash, and I can’t 
get enough of them. These recordings originally 
appeared on a tape on the “Beyond Beyond is 
Beyond” label in 2016, and since it’s too stellar 
to be confined to such a suboptimal form, it’s 
been repurposed and remastered as an edition- 
of-100 LP on Debacle. “For fans only”. The 
chronology of this one is such that it was recorded 
after their The Black River album, the one I was 
all up in your grill about bringing into your 
collection in Dynamite Hemorrhage #4. Well, I 
like bathing in this one even more. Acoustic and 
improvised electric guitar are all she wrote here, 
the former usually playing a series of repeating or 
cascading riffs, the latter off and roaming the 
outer limits of human possibility with the 
guidance of a third eye in desperate need of 
eyedrops. Fans of American Primitive guitar 
won’t be scared away, and neither will heavy/ 
acid/private-press/OOP freaks. Fans of both will 
be utterly delighted with top-drawer 
instrumental wanderings that clock 6, 8, 8, 10 and 
12 minutes respectively. 

(Debacle; debaclerecords.bandcamp.com) 


ELKHORN Lionfish DL 

A newer, more expansive Elkhorn than on their 
albums emerges in these two “side-long” tracks 
that don’t actually have sides (they’re 
downloads). There’s “Lion”, and then there is 
“Fish”. It’s like Jack Rose in conference with a 
high desert sweat lodge peyote button shaman, 
and it’s even a little quieter, with more space to 
ramble, than on their albums - especially on the 
buzzing, contemplative 17-minute “Fish”. This 
is the sort of meditative, spaced-out experimental 
psych direction that Daniel Bachman has been 
grasping for on his last two albums, but still 
hasn’t quite pulled off (yet). (Eiderdown; 
eiderdownrecords.bandcamp.com) 


MAXINE FUNKE home fi cassette/DL 
When we last checked in with Maxine Funke, in 
last issue’s interview with her, she mentioned 
she’d been slowly working on a new album from 
her New Zealand home. What actually happened 
is a creative-process burst of lovely, fractured 
new songs in 2018, her first new material in six 
years. home fi is a tape of nine new songs put 
together for an Australian tour that occurred last 
summer. It’s a guarded step toward a slightly 
more “full” guitar folk sound, with the very 
occasional and highly tactical layering of quietly 
buzzing electronics behind her gentle strum and 
tranquil voice. I think she’s the most talented 
singer/songwriter making the  singing/ 
songwriting circuit today, and for a mere 
ostensible “tour tape”, home fi certainly augured 
well for the wellspring of great songs that would 
follow. (Brierfield Flood Press; 
brierfieldfloodpress.bandcamp.com) 


MAXINE FUNKE Lemonade /Time To 
Return lathe-cut 45 

Two songs from the home fi sessions in slightly 
different form, captured in an edition-of-20 (!) 


Maxine Funke 


single on a bootstrap label famous for such 
chicanery. Both songs have a gauzy, lazy pace 
and either venture into vague philosophical 
musings or outright nostalgia, given languid 
voice through Maxine’s beautifully-accented 
tones. It’s lathe-pressed, so I dare not play mine 
ever again, and really - ’m just content to just sit 
here and look at it a bunch. 
(Independent Woman; 

records.bandcamp.com) 


independentwoman 


MAXINE FUNKE Eternity 7°EP 

Considerably more easy-to-find Funke artifact 
than the aforementioned. The Swedish label I 
Dischi del Barone scooped up four additional 
new tracks from Maxine, three of which follow 
her bewitching template of opaque, gentle, 
microcosmic observations of the world both 
inside her head & that immediately external to it. 
The other appears to be found-sound beach 
recordings with a little “GarageBand” beatbox 
manipulation. “Make That Dream” is the single 
best song she’s written since the many wonders 
found on 2012’s Felt, a song that that sits proudly 
next to Sibylle Baier’s “Forgett” and Vashti 


Bunyan’s “Glow Worms”. “J believe good 
timing could save the world, the world at once, 
but it’s sucha mystery, with a bit of magic baby”. 
I don’t know what it means, but I’m actually 
tearing up over here. (I Dischi del Barone; 
iddb.se) 


MAXINE FUNKE Silk LP 

Maxine Funke’s third album continues mining 
the creative floodgates she opened earlier in the 
year with ten gentle and lovely new acoustic 
guitar-driven songs. Some are clearly fractured 
home recordings, like the fantastic “Wake Up 
Dreaming”, whereas others attempt an entirely 
new song construction template, like “Best 
Kept”, which rises with a slow, weary build as 
opposed to Funke’s more typical loose & 
whimsical style. As on the tape and the 45s, there 
are light keyboard drones and tape loops in the 
background thatusually add a light frosting to her 
songs’ foundation. You get the feeling that she 
could toss out another ten of these at will, and I 
have a feeling that history will treat her records 
very, very kindly. Alas, 3 of the 4 “video game 
music” interludes are worse than useless; they’re 
padding and filler that detract from the whole. I’d 
have taken atonal soundscapes that linked two 
guitar tracks together; abstract collages; spoken 
word; Devo covers - anything but this. An odd 
and highly unnecessary bit of self-sabotage on an 
otherwise highly necessary & fantastic LP. 
(Feeding Tube; feedingtuberecords.com) 


STRAPPING FIELDHANDS 

Alluvium Trinkets LP 

One of the things I’m careful about as a newly- 
certified “old guy” is not conferring an outsized 
sense of importance and undue credibility to 
those modern musicians who’ve aged with me, 
and who, for whatever reason, also continued to 
flog their personal 1980s or 90s hobby well into 
the 21st century. It always chaps my hide a little 
when some fifty-something writer logrolls for 
his fellow fifty-somethings’ new record out of 
some mystically conjured wishful thinking. Isn’t 
it abundantly clear by now, and scientifically 
proven after sixty-plus years of rock music, the 
best 98% of it is and will always be made by 
people this side of 35? (and I’m not talking about 
my side). 


It’s why I’ve by and large sworn off the reunion 
show, after having attended too many of them & 
sauntered home frustrated at myself afterward. 
Oh, fuckin' Alpo from The Real Kids has a new 
band? Bananarama is touring again? Hey, 
Miriam from The Cramps did put out a nice 
album a few years ago in her 60s. Mission of 


Burma did a terrific reunion show in 2002 (then 
again, they were only in their forties). I even got 
invited to a Redd Kross reunion show just this 
week, in fact. Kill me now. Unless Tracy Lea is 
showing up to play Born Innocent with them, 
and has specifically requested to party with me 
backstage, please include me out. 


Admittedly, there are no hard and fast rules here, 
and there are obviously exceptions to the ones 
that do exist. Acoustic guitar, folk, jazz and 
general singer/songwriter stuff can thrive well 
past the magical age of 35. This brings us to a 
band that has admirably straddled the divide: 
Philadelphia’s Strapping Fieldhands. Even in 
1992, they sounded like somewhat older (than 
me) fellas making a skiffle-fed ruckus while 
taking the piss out of the English folk tradition. If 
anything was “ageless”, it’d be that, and so it is. 
When they released the “Impossible To Say” 45 
in 2013, I was surprised as anyone at how they 
hadn’t missed a beat, and their throwback 
wandering minstrel kitsch was fully intact. 
Squint a little, and this is still a great little C&W/ 
English folk/pop band, yet halfway to a send-up 
and totally around the bend, with bizarro-world 
choruses and non-traditional arrangements. 
These songs are all from the 2013 session, and 
quite frankly I’m g/ad it’s with us. If they ever 
leave the greater Philadelphia area and visit my 
town, I'll drop everything, and I won’t call it a 
reunion tour. 

(Omphalos; testostertunes.bigcartel.com) 


JJ ULIUS 

Ténder Ett Ljus / Era Jévla Manér 45 

One thing I admire about this new crop of 
Swedish iconoclasts, from Neutral to Enhet Fér 
Fri Musik, to Skiftander Enheter’s JJ Ulius on his 
debut solo record, is their dogmatic insistence in 
doing everything in Swedish, severely limiting 
marketability. I mean, of course - why wouldn’t 
they; it’s their first language. Yet over the history 
of sub-underground music there’s been at least a 
50% default to English by non-English-speaking 
Europeans, which unquestioningly has made my 
life easier, yet perhaps at every non- 
Anglophone’s expense. Anyway, it’s something 
I thought worthy of comment. 


This record’s awesome, by the way. Mushmouth, 
smalltime DIY naif-punk with a yearning pop 
sensibility and a desperation for human 
connection. If you mooned over those Skiftande 
Enheter singles, and of course you did, then 
you'll probably love this. (Happiest Place; 
happiestplacerecords. bandcamp.com) 


RAYS You Can Get There From Here LP 

Id like to think I got in relatively early on Rays; 
from the first time I saw them play they became 
my favorite local (San Francisco Bay Area) band, 
where they’ ve remained. Now they’re up to their 
second album, and while it’s a stylistic slowdown 
& coolout from their blown-out beginnings, the 
consensus in this house if that it’s even better than 
their excellent debut. This album’s more a 
marrying of jangle and jarring, in the realm of 
Look Blue Go Purple, earlier Go-Betweens anda 
well-crafted, if still a little dirty, strain of UK 
DIY. Right up front are analog keyboards with 
very distinct 60s psych and 1980s NZ influences, 
and the vocals shift song to song from male 
(Stanley Martinez) to female (Eva Hannan). The 
punkers that were written in their previous life (of 
one year ago) are shoved into an uptempo block 
on the 2nd side; they’re all frantic & buzzing, yet 
one definitely gets the sense that they’re the last 
of their kind from Rays. Doesn’t bother me in the 
least, when every song on the record’s something 
I want to listen to again, w/ “Yesterday’s Faces”, 
“Before Sunrise” and “Fallen Stars” really 
standing out. It’s a real two steps forward sort of 
record. 

(Trouble in Mind; troubleinmindrecs.com) 


FAGLAR I BUR 45 

Superb switchblade minimal electronic gloom 
that bites like an abrasive cross between late 70s 
Throbbing Gristle and brain-erasing echo- 
chamber dub. They’re a duo from Gothenburg 
with a ferocious femme fatale singer named 
Felicia Lindgren, who spits and stomps about on 
her knobs & into the mic on “Platt” like 
something I’d imagine hearing in some dark, 
illicit & over-amped Berlin shithole circa 1982. 
“Oppen Inbjudan” is just as good and twice as 
woozy, warped & weird. It reminds one quite 
unmistakably of the crackling electronics/ 
Swedish spoken-word approach taken by Sofie 
Herner in her duo Neutral. IDDB puts out a lot of 
fantastic 45s, now approaching something like 
one or two nearly every month, but this + the 
Maxine Funke are pretty much the best they’ve 
put out all year. (I Dischi del Barone; iddb.se) 


KUWU - Hiljaisuus LP 

Kuzu are a spartan but free-flowing trio who got 
that way by adding Chicago-based saxophonist 
Dave Rempis to the already-functional due of 
guitarist Tashi Dorji and drummer Tyler Damon. 
Their debut together is spectacular, multi- 
tentacled free jazz. Loads of ideas are being tried 
out in the three pieces here, some of which 


FAGLAR I BUR 


emphasize the scraping & radical, spontaneous 
sound-busting Dorji likes to explore on guitar, yet 
I think it’s Damon who’s the secret weapon on so 
much of this, especially “Fontenelles 2” and 
“Gash”. He travels beyond drums and percussion 
and fills space so logically, so innovatively & in 
time w/ his wild compadres, you’d think it was all 
written out before him. “Fontenelles 1” actually 
brings to mind those free jazz trailblazers Ron 
Ashton and Steve McKay doing the LA Blues. 
We need to get these fellas on some low- 
deductible structural insurance policies right 
away, because they’ re liable to tear the roof off of 
something one of these crazy, crazy nights. 
(Astral Spirits; astralspirits.bandcamp.com) 


SARAH MARY CHADWICK Sugar Still 
Melts in the Rain LP 

I concluded after a couple of listens to this one 
that if you had one SMC album, you really 
probably had them all - and then I listened to it 
again, then again, and then it was without a doubt 
my favorite record of hers. Chadwick’s fourth LP 
kind of goes the “Cat Power” route, with a full 
band instead of a lone reverbed piano or solo 
guitar, which is probably what threw me in the 
first place. Rather than an undifferentiated, semi- 
predictable slurry of songs, this new approach 
actually soars with confidence, as much as 
anything can soar when it’s about relationships 
gone to shit and dashed dreams from young 
adulthood. A recurring theme is realization that 
she’s neither achieved her goals nor is the woman 
that she hoped she’d have turned into at this point, 
and yet she’s now providing us with this 
anguished look into her inner pain with soul, and 
an almost winking mockery of herself. 


It’s the heroine’s journey, the survivor’s tale, told 
after the worst is already long over. I guess having 
a band that can play her turgid blues at a pace 
that’s simultaneously languid and wide-eyed & 
upbeat doesn’t hurt, either. It isn’t usually the 
case that the most approachable album in 
someone’s catalog happens to be their best, but it 
is this time. (Sinderlyn; sinderlyn.com) 


HAND GRENADES Demos To London 12”EP 
For years many found great yuks around the 
notion that the Hand Grenades’ 1979 45 Demo to 
London / Coma Dos was the finest “UK DIY” 
single recorded by a quartet of suburban Long 
Islanders. It is a terrific slice of transmitted Swell 
Maps/Steve Treatment-style artpunk, 
particularly the A-side, and the singer’s faint 
phony limey accent did nothing to dispel the 
notion that they were from across the pond. Now 
it’s been remastered ona 12” 45rpm after years of 
being impossible to find and/or expensive to buy, 
with a couple of frantic if sub-par unreleased 
extra tracks. I can’t quite get a line on just who it 
is the singer reminds me of when he’s not going 
“UK rogue”, but the fact that they regularly 
played w/ Johnny Thunders’ Heartbreakers and 
then later turned into a powerpop band doesn’t 
surprise me in the least. 2nd-tier punk/postpunk 
stuff, but certainly solid enough to still hunt this 
four-song document down so you can play it on 
your own phonograph. (Last Laugh; 
almostreadyrecords.com) 


AMATEUR HOUR Framtiden Tillhér Inte 
Oss LP 

The second record from Gothenburg's Amateur 
Hour is a scratchy, super-mystical melting pot 
that often sounds as though three friends with 
three totally different sub-underground musical 
tastes received a proportional & democratic say 
in how what their album might sound like. Thus 
there's the lo-fi, intensely enveloping sense of 
distortion & spacelessness that was so fetching 
on their debut LP, but only in parts. There's some 
swirling March Violets & Garlands-era Cocteau 
Twins lush melodrama with female vocals - yet 
those songs measure up to neither their 
precedents nor to the band's previous material. A 
tinny, playful-sounding 60s keyboard rears up 
from time to time, and at the end there's some 
industrial-strength screech that sounds exactly 
like Neutral, amember of whom coincidentally is 
also in Amateur Hour. It might be a good way to 
move 200 units, but it's far from the high standard 
set by that first LP. (Happiest Place; 
happiestplacerecords.bandcamp.com) 


Dynamite Hemorrhage #6 was written and edited by Jay Hinman. 


Dan Vallor wrote the post-Garbage and The Flowers piece. 


Check out the bi-weekly Dynamite Hemorrhage Radio podcast at 
dynamitehemorrhage.com, & order back issues of this fanzine at 


dynamitehemorrhage.bigcartel.com. 
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